




THE WITCH'S HEAD 



BY TEE SAME AUTHOR 
— -+♦! 

KING SOLOMON’S MINES. 
DAWN. 

SHE. 

jess! 

AIXAN QUATEKMAIN. 

ME. MEESON’S WILL. 




THE WITCH’S HEAD 


& Ifafol 


BY 

H. rider haggard 

AUTHOR or 

•DAW' "XllfO SOLOMON- S MIXES," “SHE," 
•JESS." ETC. BTC. 


LtJNDON: 

S.PENCER BLAOKEn 
{Swcmot to % * ». HftcttooU) • 

MILTJ3N HOUSE, ST. BSIDB STEEET, B.O. 
U UHgUirmmti 




Swell out, sad harmonies, 

From the slow cadence of the gathering years ; 

For Life is bitter-sweet, yet bounds the flood . 

Of human fears. 

A death-crowned queen, from her hid throne she scatters 
Smiles and tears 

Until Timo turn aside, 

And we slip past him towards the wide increase 
Of all things beautiful, then finding there 
Our rest and peace ; 

The mournful strain is ended. Sorrow and song 
together cease.” 


A. M. BARBER. 
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CHAPTER I. 

ERNEST'S APPEARANCE. 

“ Come here, boy, let me look at you.” 

Ernest advanced a step or two and looked his uncle in the face. 
Ilo was a noble-looking lad of about thirteen, with large dark 
eyes, black hair that curled over his head, and the unmistakable 
air of breeding that marks Englishmen of good race. 

Ilis uncle let his wandering glance stray round him, but, 
wandering as it was, it seemed to take him in from top to toe. 
Presently he spoke again : 

<k I like you, boy.” 

Ernest said nothing. 

11 Let me see — your second name is Beyton. I am glad they 
called you Beyton ; it was your grandmother's maiden name, 
and a good old name too. Ernest Beyton Kershaw. By the 
way, have you ever seen anything of your other uncle, Sir Hugh 
Kershaw ?” 

The boy's cheek flushed. 

u No, I have not ) and I never wish to,” he answered. 

“Why not?” ' 

“ Because whexk.xny*mother wrote to him before she died V 
—and here the lad’s voice choked— 14 just after th^ bank broke 
and she lost all her money, he wrote back and said that because 
his brother — I mean my father — had made a low marriage, that 
was no reason why he should support his child and\ridow ; but 
he sent her five pounds to go on with. • She sent it b^ck.” 

“ That wasflike your mother, she always had a high spirit. 
He musffbe a cur, and he does not speak the truth. Your nuthes 
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comes of a better stock than the Kershaws. The Card uses are 
one of the oldest families in th9 Eastern counties. Why, boy, 
our family lived down in the Fens by Lynn there for centuries, 
until you£ grandfather, poor weak man, got involved in his great 
lawsuit and?uincd us all. There, there, it has all gone into the 
law, bij* iw'Is coming back, it is coming back fast. This Sir 
HqgMia? '4lfy one son, by the way. Do you know that if any- 
thing happened to him you would be next in the entail ? — at 
any rato you would get the baronetcy.” 

“ I don’t want his baronetcy,” said Ernest sulkily ; e “ I will 
have nothing of his.” 

“ A title, boy, is an incorporeal hereditament, for which the 
holder is indebted to nobody. It does not descend to him, it 
vests in him. But tell me, how long was this before your 
mother died — that he sent the five pounds, I mean?” 

“About throe months.’' 

Mr. C|prdu8 hesitated a Mtlo before he spoke again, tapping 
his white fingers nervously on the table. 

“I hope my sister was 110 b in want, Ernest?” ho said 
jerkily. 

“ For a fortnight before she died we had scarcely enough to 
eat,.” was the reply. 

Mr. Cardus turned himself to the window, and for a minute 
the light of the dull December day shone and glistened upon his 
brow and head, which was perfectly bald. Then before lie spoke 
he drew himself back into the shadow, perhaps to hide something 
like a tear that shone in his soft black eyes. 

“ And why did she not appeal to mo ? I could have helped 
her.” 

u She said that when you quarrelled with her about her mar- 
rying my father, you told her never to write or speak to you 
again, and that fho nover would.” 

“ Then why/did you not doit, boy ? You knew how things 
were.” 

“ Because fwe had begged once, and I would not beg 
again.” 

M Ah ” mattered Mr. Cardus, 11 the old spirit cropping up. 
Poor Rose^early starving, and dying too, and I with so muefc 
which I do not want ! 0, boy, boy, when you are a man never 
setup an idol, for it frightens good spirits away. Nothing else 
e$n ljfve in its temple ; it is a place where all other things are 



3 


Ernest' 8 Appearance. 


forgotten — duty, and the claims of blood, and sometimes those 
of honour too. Look nota, I have my idol, and it has made me 
forget my sister and your mother. Had sho not written at last 
when she was dying, I should have forgotten you too"” 

The boy looked up puzzled. 

u An idol 1” * ^ ^ M 

“Yes,” went on his uncle, in his dieamy way — ‘‘ ari~i3ol. 
Many people have them ; they keep them in the cupboard with 
their family skeleton ; sometimes the two are identical. * And 
they call flicm by many names, too ; frequently it is a woman’s 
name ; sometimes that of a passion ; sometimes that of a vice, 
but a virtue’s— not often.” 

44 And what is the name of yours, uncle ?” asked the wonder- 
ing boy. 

44 Mine ? O, never mind !” 

0 1 

At this moment a swing : door in the side of the room was, 
opened, and a tall bony woman with beady eyes eamo through. 

4 ‘ Mr. do Talor to see you, sir, in the office.” 

Mr. Caidus whistled softly. 

44 Ah/’ he said, * 4 tell him I am coming. By the way, Grice 
tliis young gentleman has come to live here ; his room is ready, 
is it not ?” 

' “ Yes, sir ; Miss Dorothy has been seeing to it.” 

44 Good ; where is Miss Dorothy ?” 

“ She has walked into Kestorwick, sir.” 

u O, and Master Jeremy ?” 

4 4 He is about, sir; I saw him pass with a ferret a while 
back.” 


44 Tell Sampson or the groom to find him and send him to 
Master Ernest here. That will do, thank you. Now, Ernest. I 
must be off. I hope that you will be pretty happy here, my 
boy, when your trouble bos worn off a bit. You wiH have Jeremy 
for a companion ; he is a lout, and an unpleasant l\ut, it is true, * 
but I suppose that he is better than nobody. An* then there 
is Dorothy and his voice softened as he muttereJl her name 
— 44 but sbe is a girl.” 

44 Who are v Dorothy and Jeremy?” broke in hrf 
“ are they your children ?” * 

Mr. Gardus started perceptibly, and his thick white eyebrows 
contracted over his dark eyes till they almost met. 

" Children I” he said sharply j 44 1 have* no children.^ 
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are my wards. Their name is Jones;” and he left the 
room. 

“ Well, he is arum sort,” reflected Ernest to himself, “ and 
1 don't think I ever saw such a shiny head before. I wonder it 
he oils But, at any rate, he is kind to me. Perhaps it 
wouffThaye-^een better if mother had written to him before. 
Site-might have gone on living, then.” 

Rubbing his hand across his face to clear away the water 
gathering in his eyes at the thought of his dead mother, Ernest 
made his way to the wide fireplace at the top end of the room, 
peeped into the anciont inglenooks on each side, and at the old 
Dutch tiles with which it was lined, and then lifting up his 
coat after a grown-up fashion proceeded to warm himaolf and 
inspect his surroundings. It was a curious room in which he 
stood, and its leading feature was old oak panelling. All down 
its considerable length thjwalls were oak-clad to the low call- 
ing, which was supported by enormous beams of the same 
material ; the shutters of the narrow windows which looked out 
on the sea were oak, and so were the doors and table, and even 
the mantelshelf. Tho general idea given by the displ ly of so 
much timber was certainly one of solidity, but it c^uld scarcely 
be*calkd cheerful — not even the numerous suits of armour and 
shining weapons which were placed about upon the walls could 
make it that. It was a remarkable room, but its effect upon the 
observer was undoubtedly depressing. 

Just as Ernest was beginning to realise this fact, things were 
made more lively by the sudden appearance through the swing- 
door of a large savage-looking bnll-terrier, which began to steer 
for the fireplace, where it was evidently accustomed to lie. On 
seeing Ernest it stopped and sniffed. 

“ Hullo, good dog I” said Ernest. 

The dog gBbwled, and showed its teeth. 

Erntst pu i out his kg towards it as a caution to it to keep 
off. It acknowledged the compliment by sending its teeth 
through his Jrousers. Then the lad, growing wroth, and being 
not free frepi fear, seized the poker and hit the dog over the 
head so shrewdly that the blood streamed from the blow, and 
the brnt^, losing his grip, turned and fled howling. 

. Waile Ernest was } et warm with the glow°of victory, the 
* doo/ once more swung open, violently this time, and through it 
.'ttW'd cams a boy about his own age, a dirty deep-chested 
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boy, with uncut hair, and a slow heavy face in which were set 
great gray eyes, just now ablaze with indignation. On seeing 
Ernest he pulled up much as the dog had done, and regarded 
him angrily. 5 

44 Did you hit my dog ?” he asked. 

ci I hit a dog,” replied Ernest politely, 44 but— 

44 1 don’t want your 4 buts,’ Can you fight ?” 

Ernest inquired whether this question was put with a view 
of gaining general information or for any particular purpose. * 
Caif you fight ?” was the only rejoinder. 

Slightly 'nettled, Ernest replied that under certain circum- 
stances he could fight like a tomcat. 

“ Then look out ; I’m going to make your head as you have 
made my dog’s.” 

Ernest, in the polite language of youth, opined that there 
would be hair and toe-nails flying first. 

To this sally, Jeremy Jones, for it was ho, replied only by 
springing at him, his hair flying out behind like a Red Indian’s, 
and, smiting him, severely in the left eye, c aused him to measure 
his length upon the floor. Arising quickly, Ernest returned the 
compliment with interest ; but this time they both went down 
together, pummelling each other heartily. With whom -the 
victory would ultimately have remained could scarcely be doubt- 
ful, for Jeremy, who even at that age gave promise of the enor- 
mous physical strength which afterwards made him such a noted 
character, must have crushed his antagonist in the end. But 
while his strength still endured Ernest was fighting with suoh 
ungovernable fury, and such a complete disregard of personal 
consequences, that he was for a while, at any rate, getting the 
best of it. And luckily for him, while matters were yet in the 
balanced scales of Fate, an interruption occurred. For at that 
moment there rose before the blurred sight of v the struggling 
bojs a vision of • a little woman— at least she ^looked like a 
woman — with an indignant little face atd an uplifyed forefinger. 

“O, you wicked boys I what will Reginald say ,11 should like 
to knotf ? 0, you bad Jeremy I I am ashamed toXhave such a 
brother. Get up !” 

“My eye P said Jeremy thickly, for his lip was '.put, “it’s 
Dolly !" ' 
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CHAPTER II. 

REGINALD CARDUS, ESQ., MISANTHROFE. 

WHEjsMr. Cardus left the sitting-room where he had been 
talkmgfto Ernest, he passed down a passage in the rambling old 
hohse-whfch led him into a courtyard. On the farther side of 
the yard, which was walled in. stood a neat red -brick building 
one story high, consisting of two rooms and a passage. On tjo 
this building were attached a series of low green-hcftises, and 
against the wall at the farther end of these houses was a lean-to 
in which stood the boiler that supplied the pipes with hot water. 
The little red-brick building was Mr. Cardus’s office, for he was 
a lawyer by profession ; the long tail of glass behind it were his 
orchid-houses, for grohid-growing was his sole amusement. 
The tout ensemble , officAud orchid-houses, seemed curiously 
out of place in the gray and ancient courtyard where they stood, 
looking as they did on to the old, old one-storied house, scarred 
by the passage of centuries of tempestuous weather. Some such 
idea seemed to strike Mr. Cardus as he closed the door behind 
him, preparatory to crossing the courtyard. ^ 

'“Queer contrast,” he muttered to himself; “very queer. 
Something like that between Reginald Cardus, Esquire, Misan- 
thrope, of D urn’s Ness, and Mr. Reginald Cardus, Solicitor, 
Chairman of the Stokesly Board of Guardians, Bailiff of Kes- 
terwick, &c. And yet in both cases they are part of the same 
establishment. Case of old and new style !” 

Mr. Cardus did not make his way straight to the office. He 
struck off to the right, and entered the long line of glass-houses 
walking up from house to house, till he reached the partition 
where the temperate sort were placed to blpom, and which was 
sonneoted with his office by a glass door. Through this last he 
walked softlyy with a cat-like step, till he reached the door, where 
lie paused to jpbserve a large coarse man, who was standing at 
the far endjof the room, looking out intently on the court- 
yard. 

“ Ah, jfy friend,” he said to himself, “ so the shoe is begin- 
ning tojrifnch. Well, it is time.” Then he pushed the door 
softlfe&pen, passed into the room with the samw cat-like step, 
elos&Ut, and, seating himself at his writing-table, tooknp a pen. 
iypaarenity^the cpagse-loolringm&n at the window was too much 
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absorbed in his own thoughts to hear him, for he still stood 
staring into space. 

“ Well, Mr. de Talor," said the lawyer presently, in his soft, 
jerky voice, “ I am at your service.’* ' • 4 

The person addressed started violently, anc^turned sharply 
round. “ Good ’eavens, Cardus, how did you get in ?” 

“ Through the door, of course ; do you suppose I came down 
the chimney ?" 

“ It s very strange, 'Cardus, but I never ’eard you. come. 
You’ve given me quite a start.” 

Mr. Cardus laughed, a hard, little laugh. “ You were too 
much occupied with your own thoughts, Mr. de Talor. I fear 
that they are not pleasant ones. Can I help you ?” 

“How do you know that my thoughts are not pleasant, 
Cardus ? I never said so.” 

* If we lawyers waited for our clients to tell us all theirf 
thoughts, Mr. de Talor, it would often take us a long time to> 
reach the truth-. We have to read their faces, or even their ba$ka 
sometimes. You have no idea of how much expression a back! 
is capable, if you make such things your study ; yours, for 
instance, looks very uncomfortable to-day : nothing gone wrong,. 
I hope?” 

“ No, Cardus, no,” answered Mr. do Talor, dropping the sub- 
ject of backs, which was, he felt, beyond him ; “ *tis nothing 
much, merely a question of business, on which I have come to 
ask your advice as a shrewd man.”' 

“ My best advice i& at your service, Mr. de Talor : what is it?” 

, tl Well, Cardus, it’s this.” And Mr. de Talor seated his portly 
frame in an easy-chair, and turned his broad, vulgar face towards 
the lawyer. “It’s about the rail way -grease business — ” 

“ Which you owp up in Manchester ?” 

“Yes, that’s it.” 

“ Well, then, it ought to be a satisfactory subject to talk of. 
It pays hand over fist, does it not ?” * 

“ No, Cardus', that is* just the point : it did pay\,it don’t now.” 

“How’s that?” 

“ Well, you see, when my father took out the patent, and 
started the business, his ’ouse was the^only ’ouse in the market, 
and he made a pot, and, I don't mind telling you, I’ve^made a 
pot too* but now, what do you think ? — there’s a beggarly firm 
called. Rastrick & Codley that took out \ new patent last .y*a$ 
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and is underselling us with a better stuff at a cheaper price than 
we can turn it out at.” 

“Well!” 

* “ Well, we’ve lowered our price to theirs, but we are doing 
business at a joss. We hoped to burst them, but they don’t 
burst ;• -there’s Sdmebody backing them, confound them, for Ras- 
trick’& Codley ain’t worth a sixpence ; but who it is the Lord 
only knows. I don’t believe they know themselves.” 

. “ That is unfortunate, but what about it ?” 

“ Just this, Cardus. I want to ask your advice about selling 
out. Our credit is still good, and we could sell up for a large 
pile — not so large as we could have done, but still large — and 
I don’t know whether to sell or hold.” 

Mr. Cardus looked thoughtful. “ It is a difficult point, Mr. 
de Talor, but for myself lam always against caving in. The 
other firm may smash afteSall, and then you would be sorry? If 
you were to sell now you would probably make their fortunes, 
which I suppose you don’t want to do.” 

“ No, indeed.” 

“ Then you are a very wealthy man ; you are not dependent 
on this grease business. Even if things were to go wrong, you 
have all your landed property here at Ceswick’s Ness to fall back 
on. I should hold, if I were you, even if it was at a loss for a 
time, and trust to the fortune of war.” 

Mr. de Talor gave a sigh of relief. “ That’s my view, too, 
Cardus. You’re a shrewd man, and I am glad you jump with 
me. Damn Rastrick & Codley, say 1 1” 

“ O yes, damn them by all means,” answered the lawyer, with 
a smile, as he rose to show his client to the door. 

On the farther side of the passage was another door, with a 
glass top to it, which gave on to a room furnished after the 
ordinary fashion, of a clerk’s office. Opposite this door Mr. de 
Talor stopped to look at a man who was within,’ Bitting at a 
table writing. IT he man was old, of large size, and very power- 
fully built, and dressed with extreme neatness in hunting cos* 
tume— boots, breeches, spurs, and all. Over his large head grew 
tufts of coarse gray hair, which hung down in dishevelled locks 
about his face, giving hin\ a wild appearance, that was added to 
by s} cuk€us distortion of the mouth. His left $rm, too, hung 
almostmelpless by his side. * 

Mr. Cardus laughed as he followed his visitor’s gaze. “ A 
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curious sort of clerk, eh ?” he sard. 44 Mad, dumb, and half- 
paralysed— not many lawyers could show such another.” 

Mr. de Talor glanced at the object of their observation un- 
easily. • 1 

44 If he’s so mad, how can he do clerk’s work?” he asked. 

44 O, he’s only mad in a way ; ho copies beautifully.” 

44 He has quite lost his memory, I suppose ?” said De Taior, 
with another uneasy glance. 

44 Yes,” answered Mr. Cardus, with a smile , 44 he has. Perhaps 
it is as well. He remembers nothing now but his delusions.” 

Mr. do Talor looked relieved. 44 He has been with you many 
years now, hasn’t he, Cardus ?” 

44 Yes, a great many.” 

:i Why did you bring him ’ere at all ?” 

44 Did I never tell you the story ? Then if you care to step 
back into my office I will. It is not a long one. You remem- 
ber when our friend ” — he nodded towards tho office — 44 kept the 
hounds, and they used to call him 4 hard-riding Atterleigh 

44 Yes, I remember, and ruined himself over them, like a fool.” 

44 And of course you remember Mary Atterleigh, his daughter, 
whom we were all in love with when we were young ?” 

Mr. de Talor’s broad cheek took a deeper shade of crimson 
as he nodded assent. 

“ Then,” went on Mr. Cardus, in a voice meant to be indiffer- 
ent, but which now and again gave traces of emotion , 44 you will 
also remember that I was tlie fortunate man, afad was, with her 
father’s consent, engaged to be married to Mary Atterleigh so 
soon as I could show him that my income reached a certain 
sum.” Here Mr. Cardus paused a moment, and then continued, 

44 But I had to go' to America about the great Norwich divorce 
case, and it was a long job, and travelling was slow then. When 
I got back, Mary was— married to a man called Jones, a friend 
of yours, Mr. de Talor. He was staying at your house, Ces- 
wick’s Ness, when he met her. But perhaps you are better 
acquainted with that part of the story than I am.” 

Mr. de Talor was looking very uneasy again now. 

44 No, I know nothing about it. Jones fell in love with her 
like the rest, and the next I heard of it was that they were to 
be married. It was rather rough on you, eh, Cardus ? but, Aord* 
you shouldn’t have been fool enough to trust her.” 

Mr. Cardus smiled, a bitter smile. 44 yes, it was a little* 
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‘ rough,’ but that has nothing to do with my story. The mar- 
riage did not turn out well ; a curious fatality pursued all who 
had had any hand in it. Mary had two children ; and then did 
the best taring she could do — died of shame and sorrow. Jones, 
who was rich* went fraudulently bankrupt, and ended by com- 
mitting suicide. Hard-riding Atterleigh flourished for a while, 
and then losjihis money in horses and a ship-building speculation, 
and got a paralytic stroke that took away all his speech and 
most of his reason. Then I brought him here to save him from 
the madhouse.” 

“ That was kind of you, Cardus.” 

“ 0 no, he is worth his keep, and besides, he is poor Mary’s 
father. lie is under the fixed impression that I am the devil ; 
but that does not matter.” 

“ You’ve got her children ’ere too, eh ?” 

u Yes, I have adopted them. The girl reminds me 'of her 
mother, though she will never have her mother’s looks. The 
boy is like old Atterleigh. I do not care about the boy. But, 
thank God, they are neither of them like their father.” 

“ So you knew Jones ?” said De Talor sharply. 

“ Yes, I met him after his marriage. Oddly enough, I was 
with him a few minutes before he destroyed himself. There, 
Mr. de Talor, I will not detain you any longer. I thought that 
you could perhaps tell me something of the details of Mary’s 
marriage. The story has a fascination for me, its results upon 
my own life have been so far-reaching. I am sure that I am not 
at the bottom of it yet. Mary wrote to me when she was dying, 
and hinted at something that I cannot understand. There was 
somebody behind who arranged the matter, who assisted Jones’s 
suit. Well, well, I shall find it all out in time, and whoever it 
is will no doubt pay the price of his wickedness, like the others. 
Providence has strange ways, Mr. de Talor, but in the end it 
‘ is a terrible avenger. What ! are you going ? Queer talk for 
a lawyer’s office, isn’t it ?” 

Here Mr. de Talor rose, looking pale, and, merely nodding to 
Mr. Cardus, left the room. * 

The lawyer watched him till the door had closed, and then 
suddenly his whole face changed. The white eyebrows drew 
close* together, the delicate features worked, and in the soft eygjb 
1 there shone a look of hate. He clenched his fistsf and shook 
” them towards the door. 
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“ You liar, you hound !” he said aloud. “ Ood grant that I 
may live long enough to do to you as I have done to them ! One 
a suicide, and one a paralytic madman; you— you shall be a, 
beggar, if it takes me twenty years to make you so: *Yes, that 
will hit you hardest. O Mary I Mary ! dead and dishonoured 
through you, you scoundrel ! O my darling, shall 1 ever find 
you again ?” 

And this strange man dropped his head upon the desk before 
him, and groaned. 


CHAPTER III 

OLD DUM’S NESS. 

When Mr. Cardus came half an hour or so later to take his 
place at the dinner- table —for in those days they dined in the 
middle of the day at Dum’s Ness — he was not in a good mood. 
The pool into which the records of our individual existence are 
ever gathering, and which we call our past, will not often bear 
much stirring, even when its waters are not bitter. Certainly 
Mr. Cardus s would not. And yet that morning he had stirred 
it violently enough. 

In the long, oak- panelled room, used indifferently as a sitting 
and dining room, Mr. Cardus found ‘‘ hard-riding Atterleigh ” 
and his granddaughter, little Dorothy Jones. The old man 
was already seated at table, and Dorothy was busying herself 
cutting bread, looking as composed and grown-up as though she 
had been four-and- twenty instead of fourteen. She was a 
strange child, with her assured air and woman’s ways and dress, 
her curious thoughtful face, and her large blue eyes that shone 
steady as the light of p lamp. But just now the little face was 
more anxious than usual. 

“ Reginald,” she began, as soon as he was in the room (for 
by Mr. Cardus’s wish she always called him by his Christian 
name), “ I am sorry to tell you that there has been a sad dis- 
turbance. 5 ” 

“ What is it ?” he asked, with a frown ; “ Jeremy again ?” 
Mr. Cardus could be very stern where J etemy was concerned. 

“ Yes, I am afraid it is. The two boys — ” but it was un- 
necessary for her to carry her explanations further, for at that 
moment the swing-door opened, and through it appeared the 
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young gentlemen in question, driven in like slieep by the beady- 
eyed Grice. Ernest was leading, attempting the impossible feat 
of looking jaunty with a lump of raw beefsteak tied over one 
’eye, and presenting a general appearance that suggested the idea 
of the colours of the rainbow in a state of decomposition. 

Behind hi^n shuffled Jeremy, his matted locks still wet from 
being pumped on. But his wounds were either unsuited to the 
dreadful remedy of raw beefsteak, or ho had adopted in prefer- 
ence an heroic one of his own, of which grease plentifully 
sprinkled with flour formed the basis. 

For a moment there was silence, then Mr. Carduswith awful 
politeness asked Jeremy what was the meaning of this. 

“ We’ve been fighting,” answered the boy sulkily. “ He hit — ” 

w Thank you, Jeremy, I don’t want the particulars, but I will 
take this opportunity to tell you before your sister and my 
nephew what I think of you. You are a boo r and a lois.t, and, 
what is more, you are a coward.” 

At this unjust taunt the lad coloured io his eyes. 

“ Yes, you may colour, but let mo tell you that it is cowardly 
to pick a quarrel with a boy the moment he sets foot inside my 
doors—” 

“ I say, undo,” broke in Ernest, who was unable to see any- 
thing cowardly about fighting, an amusement to which he was 
rather partial himself, and who thought that his late antagonist 
was getting more than his duo, M I began it, you know.” 

It was not true, except in the sense that he had begun it by 
striking the dog ; nor did this statement produce any great effect 
on Mr. Cardus, who was evidently seriously angry with Jeremy 
on more points than this. But at least it was one of those well- 
meant fibs at which the recording angel should not be offended. 

“ I do not care who began it,” went on Mr. Cardus angrily, 
il nor is it about this only that I am angry. You are a discredit 
to me, Jeremy, and a discredit to your sister. You are dirty, you 
are idle ; your ways are not those of a gentleman. I sent you 
to school — you ran away. I give you good clothes— you will 
not wear them. I tell you, boy, that I will not stand it any 
longer. Now listen. I am going to make arrangements with 
Mr. Halford, the clergyman at Kesterwick, to undertake Ernest’s 
education. You shall go with him ; and if J see no improve- 
ment in your ways in the course of the next fe^ months* I 
£hall was)} my hands of you. Do you understand me now ?”■ 
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Tho boy Jeremy had, during this oration, been stauding in 
the middle of the room, first on one leg, then on the other. At 
its contusion he brought the leg that was at the moment in 
the air down io the ground, and stood firm. g 

44 Well,” went on Mr. Gardus, 44 what have yon to say ?” 

41 1 have to say,” blurted out J eremy, 44 that*! don’t want 
your education. You care nothing about me,” htf went on, his 
gray eyes flashing and his heavy face lighting up; 44 nobody 
cares about me except my dog Nails. Yes, you make a dog of. 
me myself ; you throw things to me as 1 throw Nails a bone. 
I don't want your education, and I won’t have it. I don’t want 
the fine clothes you buy for me, and I won’t wear them. I don’t 
want to be a burden on you, either. Let me go away and be a 
fisher-lad and earn my bread. If it hadn't been for hor,” point- 
ing to his sister, who was sitting aghast at his outburst, 44 and for 
Nails, Pd have gone long ago, I can tell you. At any rate, I 
should not be a dog then. I should be earning my living, and 
have no one to thank for it. Let me go, I say, where I sha’n’t bo 
.eked at if I do my fair day’s work. I’m strong enough let 
me go. There ! I’ve spoken my mind now and the lad broke 
out into a storm of tears, and, turning, tramped out of the 
room. 

As he went, all Mr. Cardus's wrath seemed to leave him. 

4< I did not think he had so much spirit in him,” he said aloud. 
44 Well, let us have our dinner.” 

At dinner the conversation flagged, the scene that preceded 
it having presumably left a painful impression ; and Ernest, who 
was an observant youth, fell to watching little Dorothy doing 
the honours of tho table : cutting up her crazed oldjgrandfather’s 
food for him, seeing that everybody had what they wanted, and 
generally making herself unobtrusively useful. In due course 
the meal came to an end, and Mr. Cardus and old Atterleigh 
departed back to the office, leaving Dorothy alone with Ernest. 
Presently the former began to talk. 

“ I hope that your eye .is not painful,” she said. 41 Jeremy 
hits very hard.” 

44 O no, it’s all right. I’m used to it. When I was at school 
in London I often used to fight. I’m sqrry for him, though — 
your brother, I njean.” 

44 Jcrenjy 1 O yes, he, is always in trouble, and now I sup- 
pose that it will be worso than ever. «UcMdl I can to keep things 
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smooth, but it is no good. If he won’t go to Mr. Halford’s, I 
am sure I don’t know what will happen and the little lady 
sighed deeply. 

, “ O, I daresay that he will go. Let’s go and look for him, 

and try and persuade him.” 

** We might try,” she said doubtfully. M Stop a minute, and 
I will put on^fiy hat, and then if you will take that nasty thing 
off your eye, we might walk on to Kcsterwick. I want to take 
a book, out of which I have been teaching myself French, back 
to the cottage where old Miss Ceswick lives, you know.” 

“ All right,” said Ernest. 

Presently Dorothy returned, and they went out by the back 
way to a little room near the coach -house, where Jeremy stuffed 
birds and kept his collection of eggs and butterflies ; but he was 
not there. On inquiring of Sampson, the old Scotch gardener 
who looked after Mr. Carduss orchid-houses, she discovered that 
Jeremy had gone out to shoot snipe, having borrowed Sampson’s 
gun for that purpose. 

“ That is just like J eremy,” she sighed. “ He is always going ' 
out shooting instead of attending to things.” 

“ Can he hit birds flying, then ?” asked Ernest. 

. “ Hit them !” she answered, with a touch of pride ; “I don’t 
think he ever misses them. I wish he could do other things as 
well.” 

Jeremy at once went up at least fifty per cent in Ernest’s 
estimation. 

On their way back to the house they peeped in through the 
office window, and Ernest saw “ hard-riding Atterleigh ” at his 
work* copying deeds. 

“ He’s your grandfather, isn’t he?” 

“ Yes.” 

“ Docs he know you ?” 

“In a sort of a way ; but he is quite mad. He thinks that 
Reginald is the devil, whom he must serve for a certain number 
of years. He has got a stick with numbers of notches on it, 
and he cuts out a notch every month. It is all verjj sad. I 
think it is a very sad world,” and she sighed again. 

“ Why does he wear hunting-clothes ?” asked Ernest. 

il Because he always used to ride a great dejtl. He loves a 
horse now. Sometimes you will see him get up from his. writ- 
ing-table, and the tears come into his eyes if anybody comes 
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into the yard on horseback. Oace he came out and tried to get 
on to a horse and ride off, but they stopped him.” 

44 Why don’t they lot him ride ?” 

44 O, he would soon kill himself. Old Jack Tares, lives 
at Kesterwick, and gets his living by rats and ferrets, and used 
to be whip to grandfather’s hounds when he ha<? them, says 
that he always was a little mad about riding. One moonlight 
night he and grandfather went out to hunt a stag that had 
strayed here out of some park. They put the stag out of a 
little grove at a place called Clafftou, five miles away, and *ho 
took them round by Starton and Ashleigh, and then came down 
the flats to the sea, about a mile and a half below here, just this 
side of the quicksand. The moon was so bright that it was 
almost like day, and for the last mile the stag was in view not 
more than a hundred yards in front of the hounds, and the pace 
was racipg. When he came to the beach he went right through 
the waves out to sea, and the hounds after him, and grandfather 
after them. They caught him a hundred yards out and killed 
him, and then grandfather turned his horse’s head and swam 
b:ick with the hounds.” 

44 My eye!” was Ernest’s comment on this story. “And 
what did Jack Tares do ?” 

44 O, he stopped on the' beach and said his prayers; he 
thought that they would all be drowned.” 

Then they passed through the old house, which was built on 
a little ness or headland that jutted beyond the level of the 
shore-line, and across whicli the wind swept and raved all the 
winter long, driving the great waves in ceaseless thunder against 
the sandy cliffs. It was a desolate spot, nude of vegetation, save 
for rank, rush-like grass and plants of seaholly, that the gray 
and massive house, of which the roof was secured by huge 
blocks of rock, looked out upon. In front was the great ocean, 
rushing in continually upon the sandy bulwarks, and with but 
few ships to break its loneliness. To the left as far as the eye 
could reach ran a line of cliff, out of which the waves had taken 
huge mouthfuls, till it was as full of gaps as an old crone’s jaw. 
Behind this stretched mile upon mile of desolate-looking land, 
covered for the most part with ling and heath, and cut up with 
dikes, whence the water was pumped by means of windmills, , 
that gave a Dutch appearance to the landscape. 

“Look,” said Dorothy, pointing to a small white house 
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about a mile and a half away up the shore-line, “ that is the lock- 
house where the great sluice-gates are, and beyond that is the 
dreadful quicksand in which a whole army was once swallowed 
up, like $]be Egyptians in the Red Sea.” 

“ My word 1” said Ernest, much interested ; “ and, I say, did 
my uncle buf|d this house ?’’ 

“ You silljboy ! why, it has been built for hundreds of years. 
Somebody of the name of Dum built it, and that is why it is 
called Dam's Ness; at least, I suppose so. There is an old 
chart that Reginald has, which was made in the time of Henry 
VII., and it is marked as Dum’s Ness there, so Dum must have 
lived before then. Look,” she went on, as, turning to the right, 
they rounded the old house and got on to the road which ran 
along the top of the cliff, “ there are the ruins of Titheburgh 
Abbey and she pointed to the remains of an enormous church 
with a still perfect tower, that stood within a few hundred yards 
of them, almost upon the edge of the cliff. 

“Why don’t they build it up again?’* asked Ernest. 

Dorothy shook her head. 44 Because in a few years the sea 
will swallow it. Nearly all the graveyard has gone already. It 
is the same with Kesterwick, where we are going. Kesterwick 
was a great town once. The kings of East Anglia made it their 
capital, and a bishop lived there. And after that it was a great 
port, with thousands upon thousands of inhabitants. But the 
sea came on and on and choked up the harbour, *and washed 
away the cliffs, and they could not keep it out, and now Kester- 
wick is nothing but a little village with one fine old church left. 
The real Kesterwick lies there, under the sea. If jou walk 
along the beach after a great gale, you will find hundreds of 
bricks and tiles washed from the houses that are going to pieces 
down in the deep water. Just fancy, on oue Sunday afternoon, in 
the reign of Queen Elizabeth, three of the parish churches were 
washed over the cliff into the sea !’* 

And so she went on telling the listening Ernest tale after 
tale of the old town, than which Babylon had not fallen more 
completely, till they came to a pretty little modern lyrase bow- 
ered up in trees — that is, in summer, for there were no leaves 
upon them now— wifh which Ernest was destined to become 
.ve^y well acquainted in after years. V* 

Dorothy left her companion at the g&te wfiileSie went in to 
e leave her book, remarking that she would be ashamed to intro- 
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duco a boy ■with bo black an eye. Presently ‘she came back 
again, saying that Miss Ceswick was out. 

“ Who is Miss Ceswick ?” asked Ernest, who at this period 
of his existence had a burning thirst for information of every 
sort. . * 

“ She is a very beautiful old lady,” was Dorothy’s answer. 
“ Her family lived for many years at a place called Ceswick’s 
Ness ; but her brother lost all his money gambling, and the 
place was sold, and Mr. de Talor, that horrid fat man whom yon 
saw drive away this morning, bought it.* 1 

“ Does she live alone ?” 

“ Yes ; but she has some nieces, the daughters of her bro- 
ther who is dead, and whose mother is very ill ; and if she dies 
one of them is coming to live with her. She is just my age, so 
I hope she will come.” 

After this there was silence for a while. 

,£ Erifest,” said the little woman presently, “you look kind, 
so I will ask you. I want you to help me about Jeremy.” 

Ernest, feeling much puffed up at the compliment implied, 
expressed his willingness to do anything he could. 

“ You see. Ernest,” she went on, fixing her sweet blue eyes 
on his face, “ Jeremy is a great trouble to me. He will go his 
own way. And he does not like Reginald, and Reginald does 
not like him. If Reginald comes in at one door Jeremy goes 
out at the other. And besides he always flies in Reginald’s 
1 face. And, you see, it is not right of Jeremy, because after all 
Reginald is very kind to us, and there is no reason he should be, 
except that I believe he was fond of our mother ; and if it was 
not for Reginald, whom I love very much, though he is curious 
sometimes, I don’t know what would become of grandfather or 
us. And so, you see, I think that Jeremy ought to behave 
better to him, and I Want to ask you to bear with his rough 
ways, and try and bo friends with him and get him to behave 
better. It is not much for him to do in return for all your 
uncle’s kindness. You see, I can do a little something, because 
I look after tho housekeeping ; but he does nothing. And first 
I want yofl to get him to make no more trouble about going to 
Mr. Halford’s.” 

“ All right. I’ll try ; but, I say, bow dojou learn ? you segm 
to know an <4|tful lot.” . 

“ 0, 1 teach myself in the evenings. Reginald wanted to’ 
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got me a governess, but I would not. How should I ever get 
Grice and the servants to obey me if they saw that I had to do 
what a strange woman told me ? It would not do at all. 1 ' 

Just then they were passing the ruins of Titheburgh Abbey, 
It wa\ almost dark, for the winter’s evening was closing in 
rapidly, when suddenly Dorothy gave a little shriek, for from 
behind a rtiined wall there rose up an armed mysterious figure 
with something white behind it. Next second she saw that it 
was Jeremy, who had returned from shooting, and was appar- 
ently waiting for them. 

44 O Jeremy, how you frightened me ! What is it ?” 

“ I want to speak to him, ” was the laconic reply. 

Ernest stood still, wondering what was coming. 

“ Look here ! Yon told a lie to try to save me from catching 
it this morning. You said that you began it. You didn’t. I 
began it. I’d have told him too,” and he jerked his thumb in 
the direction of D urn’s Ness, 44 only my mouth was So full of 
words I could not got it oat. But I want to say I thank you, 
and here, take the dog. He’s a nasty-tempered devil, but he’ll 
grow very fond of you if you are kind to him and seizing the 
astonished Nails by the collar, he thrust him towards Ernest. 

. For a moment there was a struggle in Ernest’s mind, for he 
greatly longed to possess a bulb terrier dog ; but his gentleman- 
like feeling prevailed. “ I don’t want the dog, and I didn’t do 
anything in particular.” 

“Yes, you did, though,” replied Jeremy, greatly relieved 1 
that Ernest did not accept his dog, which he loved , 41 or at least 
you did more than anybody ever did before ; but I tell you 
what, I’ll do as much for you one day. I’ll do anything yon 
like.” 

“Will you, though?” answered Ernest, who was a sharp 
youth, and opportunely remembered Dorothy’s request. 

“ Yes, I will .* 1 

“ Well, then, come to this fellow Halford with me ; I don’t 
want to go alone.” 

Jeremy slowly rubbed his face with the back of an exceed- 
ingly dirty hand. This was more than he had bargained for, 
but his word was his word. 

“ All right,” he answered , 44 I’ll come.” And then whistling 
,to his dog, he vanished into the shadows. And thus began a 
friendship between these two that endured all their lives. 
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CHAPTER IV. 

BOYS TOGETHER. 

Jeremy kept his word. On the appointed day he appeared 
ready, as he expressed it, to “tackle that blolce Halford.” 
What is more, he appeared with his hair cut, a decent suit of 
clothes on, and, wonder of wonders, his hands properly washed, 
for all of which he was rewarded by finding that the “ tackling ’* 
was not such a fearful business as he had anticipated. It was, 
moreover, of an intermittent nature, for the lads found plenty 
of time to indulge in every sort of manly exercise together. In 
winter they would roam all over the wide marsh-lands in search 
of snipe and wild ducks, which Ernest missed and J eremy brought 
down with unerring aim, and in summer they would swim, or 
fish, anti bird-nest to their hearts’ content. In this way they 
contrived to combine the absorption of a little learning with 
that of a really extended knowledge of animal life and a large 
quantity of health and spirits. 

They were happy years, those, for both the lads, and to Jeremy, 
when he compared them to his life as it had been before Ernest 
# came, they seemed perfectly heavenly. For whether it was 
that he had improved in his manners since then, or that Ernest 
stood as a buffer between him and Mr. Cardus, it certainly hap- 
pened that he came into collision with him far less often. Indeed, 
it seemed to Jeremy that the old gentleman (it was the fashion 
to call Mr. Cardus old, though he was in reality only middle-aged) 
was more tolerant of him than formerly, though he knew that 
he would never be a favourite. As for Ernest, everybody loved 
the boy, and then, as afterwards, he was a great favourite with 
women, who would one •and all do anything he asked. It was 
a wonder that he did not get spoiled by it all ; but he did not. 
It was not possible to' know Ernest Kershaw at any period of 
his life without taking a fancy to him, he was so eminently aud 
unaffectedly a gentleman, and so completely free from any sort 
of swagger* Always ready to do a kindness, and never forgetting 
one done, generous with his possessions to such an extent that 
he seemed to have a vague idea that tlyey were the common 
property of his fiends and himself, possessing that greatest oij 
gifts, a sympathetic mind, and true as steel, no wonder that he 
was always popular both with men and women. 
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Ernest grew into a handsome lad, too, as soon as he began to 
get his height, with a shapely form, a beautiful pair of eyes, and 
an indescribable appearance of manliness and spirit. But the 
greatestucharm of his face was always its quick intelligence and 
unvarying kindliness. 

As for cTeremy, he did not change much ; he simply ex- 
panded, and, to tell the truth, expanded very largely. Yoar by 
year his form assumed more and more enormous proportions, 
and his strength grew more and more abnormal. As for his 
mind, it did not grow with the same rapidity, and was loth to 
admit a new idea. But once it was admitted, it never came out 
again. 

And he had a ruling passion, too, this dull giant, and that 
was his intense affection and admiration for Ernest. It was an 
affection that grew with his growth till it became a part of him- 
self, increasing with the increasing years, till at last it became 
nearly pathetic in its entirety. It was but rarely that he was 
away from Ernest, except, indeed, on those occasions when Ernest 
chose to go abroad to pursue his study of foreign languages, of 
which he was rather fond. Then, and then only, Jeremy would 
strike. He disliked parting with Ernest much, but he disliked 
—being intensely insular — to cohabit with foreigners more, so 
on these occasions, and these only, for a while they parted. 

l?o the years wore on till, when they were eighteen, Mr. Gar- 
dus, after his sudden fashion, announced his intention of sending 
them both to Cambridge. Ernest always remembered it, for it 
was on that very day that he first made the acquaintance of 
Florence Ceswick. lie had just issued from his uncle’s presence, 
and was seeking Dolly, to communicate the intelligence to her, 
when he suddenly blundered in upon old Miss Ceswick, and with 
her a young lady. This young lady,* to whom Miss Ceswick 
introduced him as her niece; at once attracted his attention. 
On being' introduced the girl, who was about his own age, 
touched his outstretched palm with her slender fingers, throwing 
on him at the same moment so sharp a look from her brown 
eyes that he afterwards declared to Jeremy that it seemed to go 
right through him. She wa9 a remarkable-looking girl. The 
hair, which curled pijofusely over a shapely head, was like the 
.eyes, brown ; the complexion olive, the features small, and the 
lips full, curving over a beautiful set of teeth.. In person she 
was rather short, but squarely built, and at her early age her 
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figure was perfectly formed. Indeed, she might to all appear- 
ance have been much older than she was. There was little of 
the typical girl about her. While he was still observing her, 
his uncle came into the room, and was duly introduced by the 
old lady to her niece, who had, she said, come to share Ser lone- 
liness. * 

“ And how do you like Kesterwick, Miss Florence ?” asked 
Mr. Cardus, with his usual courtly smile. 

It is much what I expected— a little duller, perhaps,” she 
answered composedly. 

44 Ah, perhaps you have been accustomed to a gayer spot.” 

44 Yes, till my mother died we lived at Brighton ; there is 
plenty of life there. Not that we could mix in it, we were too 
poor ; but at any rate we could watch it.” 

“ Do you like life, Miss" Florence ?” 

44 Yes, we only live such a short time. I should like,” she 
went on, throwing her head back, and half-closing her eyes, 44 to 
see as much as I can, and to exhaust every emotion.” 

“Perhaps, Miss Florence, you would find some of them 
rather unpleasant,” answered Mr. Cardus, with a smile. 

44 Possibly, but it is better to travel through a bad country 
than to grow in a good one.” 

Mr. Cardus smiled again : the girl interested him rather. 

“Do you know, Miss Ceswick,”he Said, changing the subject, 
and addressing the stately old lady, who was sitting smoothing 
her laces, and looking rather aghast at her niece’s utterances, 
44 that this young gentleman is going to college, and Jeremy, 
too?” 

44 Indeed,” said Miss Ceswick ; 44 1 hope that you will do great 
things there, Ernest.” 

While Ernest was disclaiming any intentions of the sort, 
Miss Florence cut in again, raising her eyes from a deep con- 
templation of that young gentleman’s long shanks, which were 
writhing under her keen glance, and twisting themselves ser- 
pent-wise round the legs of the chair. 

44 1 did not know,” she said, 14 that they took boys at college.” 

Then they took their leave, and Ernest stigmatised her to 
Dorothy as a 44 beast.” 

But she was^Lt least attractive in her own peculiar fashion, 
and during the next year or two he got pretty intimate* with 
her. 
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And so Ernest and J cremy went up to Cambridge, but did 
not set the place on fire, nor were the voices of tutors loud in 
their praise. Jeremy, it is true, rowed one year in the ’Varsity 
Race, and performed prodigies of strength, and so covered him- 
self with^S, sort of glory, which, personally, being of a modest 
mind, he did not particularly appreciate. Ernest did not even do 
that. But somehow, by hook or by crook, they, at the termina- 
tion of their collegiate career, took some sort of degree, and then 
departed from the shores of the Cam, on which they had spent 
many a jovial day — Jeremy to return to Kesterwick, and Ernest 
to pay several visits to college friends in town and elsewhere. 

And so ended the first little round of their days. 


CHAPTER V. 

EVA’S PROMISE. 

When, on leaving Cambridge, Jeremy got back to Dum’s 
Ness, Mr. Cardus received him with his usual semi-contemptuous 
coldness, a mental attitude that often nearly drove the young 
fellow wild with mortification. Not that Mr. Carpus really felt 
any contempt for him now — ho had lost all that yeans ago, when 
the boy had been so anxious to go and “ earn his bread but ho 
could never forgive him for being the son of his father, or con- 
quer his inherent dislike to him. On the other hand, he ctrtainly 
did not allow this to interfere with his treatment of the lad ; if 
anything, indeed, it made him more careful What he spent 
upon Ernest, the same sum he spent on Jeremy, pound for 
pound ; but there was this difference about it — the money he 
spent on Ernest he gave from love, and that on Jeremy from a 
sense of duty. 

Now, Jeremy knew all this well enough, and it made him very 
anxious to earn his own living, and become independent of Mr. 
Cardus. But it is one thing to be anxious to earn your own living, 
and quite another to do it, as many a poor wretch knows to his 
cost and when Jeremy set his slow brain to consider how he 
should go about the task it quite failed to supply him with any 
feasible idea. And yet he did not want much ; Jeremy was not 
of an ambitious temperament. If he could earn enough to keep 
• a -cottage over bis head, and find himself in fiod and clothes, 
'and powder and shot, he would be perfectly content. Indeed, 
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there were to be only two sine qua nons in his ideal occupation : 
it must admit of a considerable amount of outdoor exercise, 
and be of such a nature as would permit him to see plenty of 
Ernest. Without more or less of Ernest’s company, life would 
not, he considered, be worth living. 

For a week or more after his arrival home these perplexing 
reflections simmered incessantly inside Jeremy’s head, till at 
length, feeling that they were getting too much for him, ho 
determined to consult his sister, which, as she had three times 
his brains, he would have done well to think of before. 

Dolly fixed her steady blue eyes upon him and listened to 
his tale in silence. 

“And so you see, Doll” — he always called her Doll— he 
ended up, “ I’m in a regular fix. I don’t know what I’m fit for, 
unless it’s to row a boat, or let m} 7 sclf out to bad shots to kill 
their game for them. You see I must stick on to Ernest ; I don’t 
fe°l somehow as though I could get along without him ; if it 
wasn’t for that I’d emigrate. I should be just the chap to cut 
down big trees in Vancouver’s Island or brand bullocks, ’ ho 
added meditatively. 

“ You aro a great goose, Jeremy,” was his sister’s com.- 
inerit. 

lie looked up, not as in any way disputing her statement, 
but merely for further information. 

44 You are a great goose, I say. What do you suppose that I 
have been doing all these three years and more that you have 
been rowing boats and wasting time up at college? / have 
been thinking, Jeremy." 

44 Yes, and so have I, but there is no good in thinking.” 

“ No, not if you stop there ; but I’ve been acting too. I’ve 
spoken to Reginald, and made a plan, and he has accepted my 
plan.” 

44 You always were clever, Doll ; you’ve got all the brains 
and I’ve got all the size and ho surveyed as much as he could 
see of himself ruefully. 

“ You"don’t aBkwhat I have arranged,” she said sharply, 
for in alluding to her want of stature J eremy had touched a 
sore point. • 

44 1 am waiting for you to tell me.” 

44 Well, you are to be articled to Reginald.” 

44 O Lord 1” groaned Jeremy, 44 1 don’t like that at all.” 



21 The Witch's Head . 

“ Bo quiet till I have told you. You are to be articled to 
Reginald, and he is to pay you an allowance of a hundred a year 
.while you are articled, so that if you don’t liko it you needn’t 
live here.’* 

“ But I dop’t like the business, Doll ; I hate it ; it is a beastly 
business ; it’s k devil’s business.” 

“I should' like to know what right you have to talk like 
p that, Mr. Knowall ! Let me tell you that many better men 
than you are content to earn their living by lawyer’s work. I 
suppose that a man can be honest as a lawyer as well as in any 
other trade.” 

Jeremy shook his head doubtfully. tc It’s blood- sucking,” he 
said energetically. 

“Then you must suck blood,” she answered, with decision. 
“ Look here, Jeremy, don’t be pig-headed and upset all my plans 
If you fall out with Reginald over this, ho won’t do anything 
else for you. lie doesn’t like you, you know, and would be only 
too glad to pick a quarrel with you if he could do it with a 
clear conscience, and then where would you be, I should like to 
know V” 

. Jeremy was unable to form an opinion as to where he would 
be, so she went on : 

“You must take to it for the present, at any rate. And then 
there is another thing to think of. Ernest is to go to the bar 
and unless you become a lawyer, if anything happened to Regi- 
nald, there will be nobody to give him a start, and I’m told that 
is everything at the bar. ’ 

This last J eremy admitted to be a weighty argument. 

“ It is a precious rum sort of lawyer I shall make,” he said 
sadly, “ about as good as grandfather yonder, I’m thinking. By 
the way, how has he been getting on ?” • 

“ 0, just as usual — write, write, write all day. He thinks 
that he is working out his time. He has gbt a new stick now, on 
which he has nicked all the months and years that have to 
run before he has done — little nicks for the months and big ones 
for the years. There are eight or ten big ones left no ta. Every 
month he cuts out a nick. It is very dreadful. You know he 
thinks that Reginald ts the devil, and he hates him, too. Tho 
father day, when he had no writing to do in the office, I found 
' him drawing pictures of him with horns and a tail, such awful 
♦pictures, and I think Reginald always looks like that to hi&. 
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And then sometimes he wants to go out riding, especially at 
night. Only last week they found him putting a briule on to 
the gray mare— the one that Reginald sometimes rides, you know. 
When did you say that Ernest was coming back ?” she said, after 
a pause. 

41 Why, Doll, I told you— next Monday week.” # 

Her face fell a little. 44 0, 1 thought you said Saturday.” 

44 Why do you want to know ?” 

44 O, only about getting his room ready.” 

44 Why, it is ready ; I looked in yesterday.” 

44 Nonsense! you know nothing about it,” she answered, 
colouring. 44 Come, I wish you would go out ; I want to count . 
the linen, and you are in the way.” 

Thus adjured, Jeremy removed his largo form from the table 
on which he had been sitting, and whistling to Nails, now a very 
aucienkand preternaturally wise dog, set off for a walk. He had 
mooned along some little way, with his hands in his pockets and 
his eyes on the ground, reflecting on the unpleasant fate in store 
for him as an articled clerk, continually under the glance of Mr 
Cardus’s roving eye, when suddenly he became aware that two 
ladies were standing on the edge of the cliff within a dozen yards 
of him. He would have turned and fled, for Jeremy had a 
marked dislike to ladies’ society, and astrong opinion, which, how- 
ever, he never expressed, that women were the root of all evil ; 
but, thinking that he had been seen, he feared that retreat would 
appear rude. In one of the young ladies, for they were young, 
he recognised Miss Florence Ceswick, who to all appearance had 
not changed in the least since, some years ago, she came with her 
aunt to call on Dorothy. There was the same brown hair, curl- 
ing as profusely as ever, the same keen brown eyes and ripe lips, 
the same small features and resolute expression of face. Her 
square figure had indeed developed a little. In her tight-fitting 
dress it looked almost handsome, and somehow its very squareness, 
that most women would have considered, a defect, contributed to 
that air of power and unchanging purpose that would have made 
Florence t Ceswick remarkable among a hundred handsomer 
women. 

44 How do you do ?” said Florence, in her sharp manner. 

“ You looked as though you were walking in your sleep.” 

Before Jeremy could find a reply to this remark, the other, 
young lady, who had been looking intently over the edge o^jthe * 
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cliff, turned round and struck him dumb. In bis limited experi- 
ence he had never seen such a beautiful woman before. 

She was a head and shoulders taller than her sister, so tall 
indeed that only her own natural grace could save her from look- 
ing awkward. Like her sister she was a brunette, only of a much 
more pronounced type. Her waving hair was black, and so were 
her beautiful, eyes and the long lashes that curled over them. 
The complexion was a clear olive, the lips like coral, and the teeth 
small and regular. Every advantage that Nature can lavish on 
a woman she had endowed her with in abundance, including 
radiant health and spirits. To these charms must be added that 
sweet and kindly look which sometimes finds a home on the faces 
of good women, a soft voice, a quick intelligence, and an utter 
absence of conceit or self-consciousness, and the reader will get 
some idea of what Eva Ceswick was like in the first flush of her 
beauty. 

“ Let me introduce my sister Eva, Mr. Jones.” 

But Mr. Jones was for the moment paralysed ; he could not 
even take off his hat. 

“ Well,” said Florence presently, “ she is not Medusa ; there 
is no need for you to turn into stone.” 

This woke him up — indeed, Florence had an ugly trick of 
waking people up occasionally— and he took off his hat, which 
was as usual a dirty one, and muttered something inaudible. 
As for Eva, she blushed, and with ready wit said that Mr. Jones 
was no doubt astonished at the filthy state of her dress (as a 
matter of fact, Jeremy could not have sworn that she had one 
on at all, much less its condition). “ The fact is,” she went on, 
“ I have been lying flat on the grass and looking over the edge 
of the cliff.” 

“ What at ?” asked Jeremy. 

“ Why, the bones.” 

The spot on which they wore standing was part of the ancient 
graveyard of Titheburgh Abbey, and as the sea encroached 
year by year, multitudes of the bones of the long-dead inhabi- 
tants of Kesterwick were washed out of their quiet graves and 
strewed upon the beach and unequal surfaces of the cliff. 

“ Look,” she said, kneeling down, an example that he fol- 
lowed. About six feet below them, which w«os the depth at 
which the corpses had originally been laid, could be seen frag- 
mo&ts of lead and rotting wood projecting from the surface of 
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the cliff, and, what was a more ghastly sight, eight inches or 
more of the leg-bones of a man, off which the feet had been 
washed away. On a ledge in the sandy cliff, about twenty- five 
feet from the top and sixty or so from the bottom, .there lay 
quite a collection of human remains of all sorts and sizes, con- 
spicuous among them being the bones that had composed tho 
feet that belonged to the projecting shanks. ^ 

“ Isn’t it dreadful ?” said Eva, gazing down with a species of 
fascination; “ just fancy coming to that 1 Look at that little 
baby’s skull just by the big one. Perhaps that is the mother’s. 
And O, what is that buried in the sand ?” 

As much of the object to which she pointed as was visible 
looked like an old cannon-ball, but Jeremy soon came to a dif- 
ferent conclusion. 

“ It is a bit of a lead coffin,” he said. 

“ O^I should like to get down there and find out what is in 
it. Can’t you got down ?” 

Jeremy shook his head. “ I’ve done it as a boy*” he said, 
“ when I was very light ; but it is no good my trying now : the 
sand would give with me, and I should go to the bottom.” 

He was willing to do most things to oblige this lovely crea- 
ture, but Jeremy was above all things practical, and did not see* 
the use of breaking his neck for nothing. 

“ Well,” she said, “ you certainly are rather heavy.” 

“ Fifteen stone,” he said mournfully. 

“But I am not ten ; I think I could get down.” 

“You’d better not try without a rope.” 

Just then their conversation was interrupted by Florence’s 
clear voice : 

“ When you two people have quite finished staring at those 
disgustiug bones, perhaps, Eva, you will come home to lunch. If 
you only knew how silly you look, sprawling there like two 
Turks going to be bastinadoed, perhaps you would get up.” 

This was too much for Eva ; she got up at once, and Jeremy 
followed suit. 

“Why could you not let us examine our bones in peace, 
Florence ?” said her sister jokingly. 

“ Because you are really too idiotic. You, see, Mr. Jones, 
anything that is old and fusty, and has* to do with old fogies 
who are dead affd gone centuries ago, has the greatest charms 
for my sister. She would like to go home and make stores 
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about those bones : whose they were, and what they did, and 
all the rest of it. She calls it imagination ; I call it fudge." 

Eva flushed up, but said nothing ; evidently she was not 
accustomed to answer her elder sister, and presently they parted 
to go theft separate ways. 

“ What sfrgreat oaf that Jeremy is I” Baid Florence to her 
sister on their l^omeward way. 

“ I did not think him aruaaf at all," she replied warmly ; 
44 I thought him very nice." 

Florence shrugged her square shoulders. 44 Well, of course, 
if you like a giant with as much brain as an owl, there is 
nothing more to be said. You should see Ernest ; he is nice, if 
you like. 1 * 

“You seem very fond of Ernest." 

44 Yes, I am," was the reply ; “ and I hope that when he comes 
you won’t poach on my manor.” 

“ You need not be afraid," answered Eva, smiling ; 44 1 pro- 
mise to leave your Ernest alone.” 

“Then that is a bargain," said Florence sharply. “Mind 
that you keep to your word.” 


CHAPTER VI. 

JEREMY FALLS IN LOVE. 

Jeremy, for the first time for some years, had no appetite 
for his dinner that day, a phenomenon that filled Dorothy with 
alarm. 

“ My dear Jeremy,” she said afterwards, “ what can be the 
matter with ypu ? you had only one helping of beef and no 
pudding !" 

“Nothing at all," he replied sulkily; and the subject 
dropped. 

“Doll" said Jeremy presently, 44 do you know Eva 
Ceswick ?" 

“ Yes, I have seen her twice.” 

44 What do you think of her, Doll ?" 

. ^ 44 What do you think of her ?” replied tha£ cautious young 

* person. 

/“ I think she is beautiful as — as an angel." 



Jeremy falls in Love i. 29 

“ Quite poetical, I declare ! What next ? Have you seen 
her?” 

<c Of course, else how should I know she was beautiful ?” 

“ Ah, no wonder you had only once of beef l M 

Jeremy coloured, 

“ I am going to call there this afternoon ; wqijiS you like to 
come ?” went on his sister. 

“ Yes, I’ll come.” 

il Better and better ; it will be the first call I ever remember 
your having paid.” 

“ You don’t think she will mind, Doll ?” 

“ Why should she mind ? Most people don’t mind being 
called on, even if they have a pretty face.” 

“ Pretty face ! She is pretty aU over.” 

‘•Well, then, a pretty all over. I start at three ; don’t be 
late.” # 

Thereupon Jeremy went off to beautify himself for the occa- 
sion, and his sister gazed at his departing form with the puzzled 
expression that had distinguished her as a child. 

4 ‘ lie’s going to fall in love with her,” she said to herself, 

11 and no wonder ; any man would : she is ‘ pretty all over,’ as he 
said, aud what more does a man look at? I wish that slie 
would fall in love with him before Ernest comes home and she 
sighed. 

At a quarter to three Jeremy reappeared, looking particularly 
huge in a black coat and his Sunday trousers. When they reached 
ihe cottage where Miss Ceswick lived with her nieces, they were 
destined to meet with a disappointment, for neither of the young 
iadies was at home. Miss Ceswick, however, was there, and 
received them very cordially. 

“ I suppose that you have come to see my newly imported 
niece,” she said ; “ iu fact, I am sure that you have, Mr. Jeremy, 
because you never came to call upon me in your life. Ah, it is 
wonderful how young men will change their habits to please a 
pair of bright eyes !” 

Jeremy blushed painfully at this sally, but Dorothy came to 
bis rescue. 

“ Has Miss Eva come to live with you for good ?” she 
asked. 

“Yes, I think so. You sec, my dear, between you and irffc, . 
her aunt- ^Mon, with whom she was living, has gotsfahily 
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of daughters, who have recently come out. Eva has been kept 
back as long as possible, but now that she is twenty it was impos- . 
Bible to keep her back any more. But then, on the other hand, 
it was felt — at least I think that it was felt — that to continue to 
bring Eva out with her cousins would be to quite ruin their 
chance of set^jmg in life, because when she was in the room, no 
man could b§ g£t to look at them. And so, you see, Eva has been 
sent down here as a penalty for being so handsome.” 

. 44 Most of us would be glad to undergo heavier penalties than 
that if wo could only be guilty of the crime,” said Dorothy a 
little sadly. 

44 Ah, my dear, I daresay you think so,” answered the old 
lady. “ Every young woman longs to be beautiful and get the 
admiration of men, but are they any the happier for it? I 
doubt it. Very often that admiration brings endless troubles 
in its train, and perhaps in the end wrecks the happiness of 
the woman herself and of others who are mixed up with her. 
I was once a beautiful woman, my dear — I am old enough 
to say it now — and I can tell you that I believe that Providence 
cannot do a more unkind thing to a woman than to givo her 
striking beauty, unless it gives with it great strength of mind. 
'A weak-minded beauty is the most unfortunate of her sex. Her 
very attractions, which are sure to draw the secret enmity of 
other women on to her, are a source of difficulty to herself, be- 
cause they bring her lovers with whom she cannot deal. Some- 
times the end of such a woman is sad enough. I have seen it 
happen several times, my dear.” 

Often in after-life, and in circumstances that had not then 
arisen, did Dorothy think of old Miss Ces wick’s words, and 
acknowledge their truth ; but at this time they did not con- 
vince her. 

“I would give anything to be like your niece,” she said 
bluntly , 44 and so would any other girl. Ask Florence, for in- 
stance.” 

44 Ah, my dear, you think so now. Wait till another twenty 
years have passed over your heads, and then if yon are both 
alive see which of you is the happiest. As for Florence, of 
course she would wish,to be like Eva ; of course it is painful for 
her to have to go about with a girl beside whom she looks like 
-a little dowdy. I daresay that she would have been as glad if 
Eva had stormed in London as her cousins were that she left it 
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Dear, dear ! I hope they won't quarreL Florence's temper is 
dreadful when she quarrels.” 

This was a remark that Dorothy could not g^nsay. She 
knew very well what Florence's temper was like. j 

“ But, Mr. Jeremy,” went on tho old lady, “ all this must bo 
stupid talk for you to listen to ; tell me, have you,- been rowing 
any more races lately ?” 

“No,” said Jeremy; “I strained a muscle dn my arm in 
the ’Varsity race, and it is not quite well yet.” 

“ And where is my dear Ernest ?” Like most women, of 
whatever age they might be, Miss Ceswick adored Ernest. 

“He is coming back on Monday week.” 

“ O, then ho will be in time for the Smythes 1 lawn-tennis 
party. I hear that they aLe going to give a dance after it. Do 
you dance, Mr. Jeremy 

Jeremy had to confess that lie did not ; indeed, as a mattrr 
of fact, no earthly power had ever been able to drag him inside 
a ballroom in his life. 

“ That is a pity ; there are so few young men in these parts 
Florence counted them up the other day, and the proportion in 
one unmarried man, between the ages of twenty and forty-five, 
to every nine women between eighteen and thirty.” 

“ Then only one girl in every nine can ge$ married,” put in 
Dorothy, whose mind had a trick of following things to their 
conclusions. 

“ And what becomes of the other eight ?” asked Jeremy. 

11 1 suppose that they all grow into old maids like myself,” 
answered Miss Ceswick. 

Dorothy, again following the matter to its conclusion, re- 
flected that in fifteen years or so there would, at the present 
rate of progression, be at. least twenty- five old maids within a 
radius of three miles round Kesterwick. And, much oppressed 
by this thought, she rose to take her leave, 

“ I know who won t be left without a husband, unless men 
are greater stupids than I take them for— eh, Jeremy ?” said 
the kindly old lady, giving Dorothy a kiss. 

“ If you mean me,” answered Dorothy bluntly, with a slightly 
heightened colour, “ I am not so vain as tq think that anybody 
would care for ai^ undersized creature whose only accomplish-, 
ment is housekeeping ; and I am sure it is not for anybody that 
I should care either.” « 
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44 Ah, my dear, there are still a few men of sense in the world, 
who would rather get a good woman as companion than a pretty 
face. Good-bye, my dear.’* 

Thotjgh Jeremy was on this occasion disappointed of seeing 
Eva, on tl*p following morning he was so fortunate as to meet 
her and her ®ieter walking on the beach. But when he got into 
her gracious presence he found somehow that he had very little 
to say ; and the walk would, to tell the truth, have been rather 
dull, if it had not occasionally been enlivened by flashes of 
Florence’s caustic wit. 

On the next day, however, he returned to the charge with 
several hundredweight of the roots of a certain flower which 
Eva had expressed a desire to possess. jAnd so it went on till 
at last his shyness wore off a little, and they grew very good 
friends. 

Of course all this did not escape Florence’s sharp eyes, and 
one day, just after Jeremy had paid her sister a lumbering 
compliment and departed, she summarised her observations 
thus : 

44 That moon-calf is falling in love with you, Eva.” 

“ Nonsense, Florence ! and why should you call him ajnoon- 
calr ? It is not nice to talk of people so ” 

“ Well, if you can find a better definition, I am willing to 
adopt it.” # 

“ I think that he is an honest gentleman-like boy ; and even 
. if he were falling in love with me, I do not think there would 
be anything to be ashamed of — thero !" 

44 Dear me, what a fuss we are in ! Do you know, I shall soon 
begin to think that you are falling in love with the 4 honest 
gentleman -like boy ’ — yes, that is a better title than moon-calf, 
though not so nervous.” 

. Here Eva marched off in a huff. 

■ 44 Well, Jeremy, and how are you getting on with the beau- 

tiful Eva ?” asked Dorothy that same day. 

44 1 say, Doll,” replied J eremy, whose general appearance was 
that of a man plunged into the depths of misery, 41 don’t laugh 
at a fellow ; if you only knew what I feel— inside, you know— 
you wouldn’t — ” # 

44 What ! are you not well ? have some' tyrandy ?” suggested 
his sister, in genuine alarm. 

44 Don?t bo an idiot, Doll ; it isn’t my stomach, it’s here and 
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he knocked his right lung, under the impression that he was 
indicating the position of his heart. 

V “ And what do you feel, Jeremy ?” 

» “ Feel 1” he answered, with a groan ; “ what don’t I feci ? 
When I am away from her I feel a sort of sinking, jusClike one 
does when one has to go without one’s dinner, only it’s always 
there. When she looks at me I go hot and cold all over, and 
when she smiles it’s just as though one had killod a couple of 
woodcocks right and left.” 

“Good gracious, Jeremy I” interposed his sister, who was 
beginning to think he had gone off his head ; “ and what happens 
if she doesn’t smile ?” 

“ Ah, then,” he replied sadly, “ it’s as though one had missed 
them both.” 

Though his similes were peculiar, it was clear to his sister 
that the/ecling ho meant to convey was genuino enough. 

“ Are you really fond of this girl, Jeremy dear?” she .said 
gently. 

“ Well, Doll, you know, I suppose I am.” 

w Then why don’t you ask her to marry you ?” 

44 To marry me ! Why, I am not fit clean her shoes.” 

14 An honest gentleman is fit for any woman, Jeremy.” 

44 And I haven’t got anything to support her on even if she 
ey.id yes, which she wouldn’t.” 

“You may get that in time. Remember, Jeremy, she is a 
very lovely woman, and soon she is sure to find other lovers.” 

J eremy groaned. 

“ But if once you had secured her affection, and she is a gooa 
woman, as I think she is, that would not matter, though you 
might not be «able to marry for some years.” 

“ Then what am I to do ?” 

u I should tell her that you loved her, and ask her, if she 
could care for you — to wait for you awhile.” 

Jeremy whistled meditatively. 

Jjjfr I’ll ask Ernest about it when he comes back on Monday.” 

W tl If I were you I should act for myself in that matter," she 
said quickly. 

“ No good being in a hurry ; I haven’t known her a fortnight 
— 1 11 ask Ernest.” 

“ Then ypu wil’ regret it,” Dorothy answered almost passion* v 
ately, and rising, left the room. 

* D 
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“ Now, what did she mean by that ?” reflected her brother 
aloud ; “ she always is so deuced queer when Ernest is con- 
cerned.” But his inner consciousness returned no satisfactory 
answer so with a sigh the love-lorn Jeremy took up his hat and 
walke<f.„ x 

On Suhday, that was the day following his talk with Dorothy, 
he saw Eva again iu church, where she looked, ho thought, more 
like an angel than ever, and was quite as inaccessible. In the 
churchyard ho did, it is true, manage to get a word or two with 
her, but nothing more, for the sermon had been long, and Flo- 
rence was hungry, and hurried her sister home to lunch. 

And then, at last, came Monday, the long-expected day of 
Ernest's arrival. 


CHAPTER VII. 

ERNEST IS INDISCREET. 

Kesterwick was a primitive place, and had no railway* 
station nearer than Raff ham, four miles off. Ernest was ex- 
pected by the midday train, and Dorothy and her brother went 
to meet him. 

"When they reached the station the train was just in sight, 
and Dorothy got down to go and await its arrival. Presently 
it snorted composedly up — trains do not hurry themselves on 
the single lines in the Eastern counties — and in due course 
deposited Ernest and his portmanteau. 

14 Hullo, Doll! so you havo come to meet me. How are 
you, old girl ?” and he proceeded to embrace her on the plat- 
form. 

“ You shouldn't, Ernest ; I am top big to be kissed like ft,, 
little girl, and in public too.” 

11 Big— hm I Miss five feet nothing, and as for the public, I 
don't see any.' 1 The train hud gone on, and the solitary porter 
had vanished with the portmanteau. 

“\Vell> there is no need for you to laugh at me for being 
small *, it is not everybody who can be a May-pole, like you, or , 
as broad as he 4s long, like Jeremy.” 

An unearthly View halloo from this last-named personage, 
who had caught sight of Ernest through the door of the book- 
ing-office, pat a stop to further controversy, and presently all 
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three were driving back, each talkiug at the top of bis or her 
voico. 

At the door of Duin’s Ness they found Mr. Carolus appar- 
ently gazing abstractedly at the ocean, but in reality waiting to 
greet Ernest, to whom of late years he had grown^greatly 
attached, though his reserve seldom allowed him to ?Lw it. 

41 Hullo, undo, how are you ? you look pretty fresh,” pang 
out that young gentleman before the cart had fairly come to a 
standstill. 

44 Very well, thank you, Ernest. I need not ask how you ' 
are. I am glad to see you back. You have como at a lucky 
moment too, for the ‘Batemania Wallisii 1 is in flower, and the 
4 Grammatophyllum speciosum 1 too. The last is splendid.” 

“ -Ah,” said Ernest, deeply interested, for ho had much of 
his unde’s love for orchids, 14 let’s go and see them.” 

“ Better have some dinner first ; you must be hungry. The 
orchids will keep, but the dinner won’t.” 

It was curious to see what a ray of light this lad brought 
with him into this rather gloomy household. Everybody began 
to laugh as soon as he was inside the doors. Even Grice of the 
beady eyes laughed when- he feigned to bo thunder-struck at the 
newly-developed beauty of her person, and mad old Atterleigh’s 
n tor ted features lit up with something like a smile of recogni- 
tion when Ernest seized his hand and worked it like a pump- 
handle, roaring out his congratulations on the jollity of his 
Iboks. He was a bonny lad, the sight of whom was good for 
sore eyes. 

After dinner he went with his uncle, and spent half an hour 
in going round the orchid-houses with him and Sampson the 
gardener. The latter was not behind the rest of the household 
in his appreciation of 44 Meester ” Ernest. 4< ’Twasn’t many 
lads,” he would say, 44 thfffc knew an 4 Odontoglossum ’ from a 
4 Sobralia,’ ” but Ernest did, and, what was more, knew whether 
it was well grown or not. Sampson appreciated a man who 
could discriminate orchids, and set his preference for Ernest 
down to that cause. The dour-visaged old Scotchman did not 
like to own that what really charmed him was the lads open- 
handed, open-hearted manner, to say nothing of his ready sym- 
pathy and honest eyes. 

While they wer^ still engaged in admiring the lovely bloom 
of the Grammatophyllum, Mr. Cardus saw Mr. de Talor come 
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into his office, which was, as the reader may remember, connected 
with the orchid blooming- house by a glass door. Ernest was 
much interested in observing the curious change that this man’s 
appearance produced in his uncle. As a peaceful cat, dozing on 
a wanfc stone in summer, becomes suddenly changed into a thing 
of bristftng wickedness and fury by the vision of the most inoffen- 
sive dog, so did the placid, bald-headed old gentleman, glowing 
with innocent pleasure at his horticultural masterpiece, com- 
mence to glow with very different emotions at the sight of the 
pompous De Talor. The ruling passion of his life asserted its 
sway in a moment, and his whole face changed ; the upper lip 
began to quiver, the roving eyes glittered with a dangerous light ; 
and then a mask seemed to gather over the features, which grew 
hard and almost inscrutable. It was an interesting transforma- 
tion. 

Although they could see De Talor, he could not ~ee them, so 
for a minute they enjoyed an undisturbed period of observation. 

The visitor walked round the room, and, casting a look of 
contempt at the flowers in the blooming-house, stopped at Mr. 
Cardus’s desk, and glanced at the papers lying on it. Finding 
apparently nothing to interest him he retired to the window, and, 
putting his thumbs in the arm-holes of his waistcoat, amused 
himself by staring out of it. There was something so intensely 
vulgar and insolent in his appearance as he stood thus, that 
Ernest could not help laughing. 

u Ah ! ” said Mr. Cardus, with a look of suppressed malignity, 
half to himself and half to Ernest, “ I have really got a hold of 
you at last, and you may look out, my friend.” Then he went 
in, and as he left the blooming-house Ernest heard him greet his 
visitor in that suave manner, with just a touch of deference in 
it, that ho knew so well how to asspmo, and De Talor’s reply of 
“ ’Ow do, Cardus ? ’ow’s the business getting on ?” 

Outside the glass-houses Ernest found Jeremy waiting for 
him. It had for years been an understood thing that the latter 
was not to enter tLun. There w r as no particular reason why he 
should not*; it vras merely one of those signs of Mr. Cardus's 
disfavour that caused Jeremy’s pride such bitter injury. 

“ What are you going to do, old fellow ?” he asked of Ernest. 

11 Well, I want to go down and see FJprence Ceswick, but I 
suppose you won’t care to come.” 

** 0 yes, I’ll come.” , 
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“ The deuce you will I well, I never ! I Bay, Doll,” he sang 
out to that young lady as she appeared upon the scene, “ what 
has happened to Jeremy — he’s coming out calling ?” 

“ I fancy he’s got ail attraction,” said Miss Dorothy. * 

“ I say, old fellow, you haven’t been cutting me ^ut with 
Florence, have you ?” 

t( I am sure it would be no great loss if he had,” put in 
Dorothy, with an impatient little stamp of the foot. 

u You be quiet, Doll. I’m very fond of Florence, she’s so 
clever, and nice-looking, too.” 

If being clever means being able to say spiteful things, and 
having a temper like — like a fiend, sho is certainly clever enough ; 
and as for her looks, they arc a matter of taste — not that it is 
for me to talk about good looks.” 

“ O, how humble we are, Doll ! dust on our head and sack- 
clo'h on ouifback, and how our blue eyes flash !” 

“ Be quiet, Ernest, or I shall got angry.” 

“ O no, don’t do that ; leave that to people with a temper 
Mike- like a fiend,’ you know. There, there, don’t get cross, 
Dolly ; let’s kiss and be friends.” 

“ I won't kiss jou, and I won’t be friends, and you may walk 
by yourselves;” and before anybody could stop her she was gone. 

Ernest whistled softly, reflecting that Dorothy was not good at 
si Hiding chaif. Then, after waiting awhile, ho and Jeremy 
started to pay their call. 

But they were destined to be unfortunate. Eva, whom 
Ernest had neverseen, and of whom ho had heard nothing be- 
yond that sho was “ good-looking” — for Jeremy, notwithstanding 
his expressed intention of consulting him, could not make up his 
mind to broach the subject— was in bed with a bad headache, and 
Florence had gone out to spend the afternoon with a frend. 
Tho old lady was at home, however, and received them both 
warmly, more especially het favourite Ernest, whom she kissed 
affectionately. 

“ I am lucky,” she said, u in having two nieces, or I should 
jiever see anything of young gentlemen like you.” 

“ I think,” said Ernest audaciously, “ that old ladies are much 
pleasanter to talk to than young ones.” • 

“ Indeed, Master Ernest ! then why did you look so blank 
when I told jou that my young ladies were not visible ?” 

“ Because I regretted,” replied that young gentleman, who 



3S The Witch's Head. 

was not often at a loss, “ having lost an opportunity of confirm- 
ing my views.” 

“ I will put the question again when they are present to take 
their o^n part,” was the answer. 

When^Jheir call was over, Ernest and Jeremy separated, 
Jeremy to return home, and Ernest to go and see his old master, 
Mr. Halford, with whom he stopped to tea. It was past seven 
on one of the most beautiful evenings in J uly when he sot out on 
his homeward path. There were two ways of reaching Dum’s 
Ness, either by the road that ran along the cliff, or by walking 
on the shingle of the beach. He chose the latter, and had reached 
the spot where Titheburgh Abbey frowned at its enemy, tho 
advancing sea, when he suddenly became aware of a young lady 
in a shadj T hat and swinging a walking-stick, in whom he recog- 
nised Florence Ceswick. 

“ How do you do, Ernest ?” she said, coolly, but with a slight 
flush upon h er. olive jskin, that betrayed that she was not quite 
so cool as she looked ; “ what are you dreaming about? I have 
seen you coming for the last hundred yards, but you never 
saw me.” 

“ I was dreaming of yon, of course, Florence.” 

“ O, indeed !” she answered dryly ; “ I thought perhaps that 
Eva had got over her headache — her headaches do go in the 
most wonderful way — and that you had seen her, and were 
dreaming of her." 

“ And why should I dream of her, dven if I had seen her ?” 

‘‘For the reason that men do dream of women — because she 
is handsome.” 

“ Is she better- looking than you, then, Florence ?” 

“ Better-looking, indeed ! I am not good-looking.” 

“Nonsense, Florence ! you are very good-looking.” 

She stopped, for he had turned and was walking with her, 
and laid her hand lightly on his arm. 

“ Do you really think so ?” she said, gazing full into his dark 
eyes.* “ I am glad you think so.” 

They were quite alone in the summer twilight ; there was , 
not a single soul to bo seen on the beach, or on the cliffs above 
it. Her touch and the earnestness of her manner thrilled him ; 
the beauty and the quiet of the evening, the sweet freshness of 
the air, the murmur of the falling waves, the fading purples in 
the *ky, all thesc'things thrilled him too. Her face looked very 
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handsome in its own stern way, as she gassed at him so earnestly ; 
and, remember, he was only twenty- one. He bent his dark 
head towards her very slowly, to give her an opportunity of 
escaping if she wished ; but she made no sign, and in another 
momout he had kissed her trembling lips. t 

It was a foolish act, for he was not in love with' Florence, 
and he had scarcely done it before liis better sense told him 
that it was foolish. But it was done, and who can recall a kiss ? 

He saw the olive face grow pale, and for a moment she 
raised her arm as though to fling it about his neck, but next 
second she started back from him. 

“ Did you mean that,” she said wildly, “ or are you playing 
with me ?” 

Ernest looked alarmed, as well lie might ; the young lady’s 
aspect at the moment was not reassuring. 

“Mean it ?” he said, “ O yes, I meant it.” 

“ I mean, Ernest,” and again she laid her hand upon his arm 
and looked into his eyes, “ did you mean that you loved me, as 
—for now I am not ashamed to tell you — I love you ?” 

Ernest felt that this was getting awful. To kiss a young 
woman was one thing— he had dono that before — but such an 
outburst as this was more than he had bargained for. Gratify- 
ing as it was to him to learn that he possessed Florence’s affec- 
tion, he would at that moment have given something to bo 
jvithout it. He hesitated a little. 

M How serious you are !” he said at last. 

“Yes,” she answered, “ I am. I have been serious for some 
timo. Probably you know enough of me to be aware that I am 
not a woman to be played with. I hope that you are serious 
too ; if you are not, it may be the worso for us both ;” and she 
flung his arm from her as though it had stung her. 

Ernest turned cold all over, and realised that the position 
was positively gruesome. What to say or do he did not know ; 
so he stood silent, and, as it happened, silence served his turn 
better than speech. 

“ There, Ernest, I havo startled you. It is — it is because I 
love you. When you kissed me just now, everything that is 
beautiful in the world seemed to pass before my eyes, and for a 
moment I heard such music as they play in heaven. You don’t 
understand me yet, Ernest — I am fierce, I know— but sometimes 
I think that my heart is deep as the sea, and I can love with ten 
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times the strength of the shallow women round me ; and as I 
can love, so I can hate.” 

This was not reassuring intelligence to Ernest. 

“ You are a strange girl,” he said feebly. 

“ Yes,H she answered, with a smile. “ I know I am strange ; 
but while I am with you I feel so good, and whon you are away 
all my life is a void, in which bitter thoughts flit about like 
bats. But there, good-night. I shall see you at the Smythes* 
dance to-morrow, shall I not ? You will dance with me, will 
you not? And you muBt not dance with Eva, remember— at 
least not too much — or I Bhall get jealous, and that will be bad 
for us both. And now good-night, my dear, good-night and 
again she put up her face to be kissed. 

He kissed it — he had no alternative — and she left him swiftly. 
He watched her retreating form till it vanished in the shadows, 
and then he sat down upon a stone, wiped his forehead, and 
whistled . 

Well might he whistle. 


CTTAPTER VIII. 

A GARDEN IDYL. 

Ernest did not sleep well that night : the scene of the even- 
ing haunted his dreams, and he awoke with that sense of oppres- 
sion that impartially follows on the heels of misfortune, folly, 
and lobster- salad. Nor did the broad light of the summer day 
disperse his sorrows ; indeed, it only served to define them more 
clearly. Ernest was a very inexperienced youth, but, inexperi- 
enced as he was, he could not but recognise that he had let him- 
self in for an awkward business. He was not in the smallest 
degree in love wiih Florence Ceswick ; indeed, his predominant 
feeling towards her was one of fear. She was, as he had said, 
so terribly in earnest. In short, though she was barely a year 
older than himself, she was a woman possessed of a strength of 
purpose and a rigidity of will that few of her sex ever attain to 
at any period of their lives. This he had guessed long ago ; but 
what he had not guessed was that all the tide of her life set so 
strongly towards himself. That unlucky kiss had, as it were, 
shot the bolt of the sluice-gates, and now he was in a fair way 
to be overwhelmed by the rush of the waters. What course of 
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action he had best take with her now it was beyond his powers 
to decide. He thought of taking Dorothy into his confidence 
and asking her advice, but instinctively he shrank from doing 
so. Then he thought of Jeremy, only, however, to reject the 
idea. What would Jeremy know of such things? He little 
guessed that Jeremy was swelling with a secret* of his own, of 
which he was too shy to deliver himself. It seemed to Ernest, 
the more ho considered the matter, that there was only one safe 
course for him to follow, and that was to run away. It would 
be ignominious, it is true, but at any rate Florence could not run 
after him. He had made arrangements to meet a friend, and 
go for a tour with him in France towards the end of the month 
of August, or about five weeks from the present date. These 
arrangements he now determined to modify : he would go for 
his tour at once. 

Partially comforted by these reflections, he dressed himself 
that evening for the dance at the Smyth os’, whore he was to meet 
Florence, who, however, ho gratefully reflected, could not expect 
him to kiss her there. The dance was to follow a lawn-tennis 
parly, to which Dorothy, accompanied by Jeremy, had already 
gone, Ernest having, for reasons best known to himself, de- 
clined to go to the lawn- tennis, preferring to follow them to the 
dance. 

When he entered the ballroom at the Smyth es’, the first 
quadrille was in progress. Making his way up the room, Ernest 
soon came upon Florence Ceswick, who was sitting with Doro- 
thy, while in tho background loomed Jeremy’s gigantic form. 
Both the girls appeared to be waiting for him, for on his approach 
Florence, by a movement of her dress, and an almost impercep- 
tible motion of her hand, at once made room for him on the 
bench bosulo her, and invited him to sit down. He did so. 

“ You are late,” she 'said ; “ why did you not come to the 
lawn- tennis ?” 

“ I thought that onr party was sufficiently represented,” ho 
answered lamely, nodding towards Jeremy and his sister. u Why 
are you not dancing ?” 

“Because nobody asked me,” she said sharply ; “and besides, 
I was waiting for you.” 

41 Jeremy,” said Ernest, “ here is Florence says that you didn’t 
ask her to dance.” • 

“ Don’t talk humbug, Ernest ; you know I don’t dance.” 
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“ No, indeed,” put in Dorothy, “ it is easy to see that ; I never 
saw anybody look so miserable as you do.” 

“ Or so big,” said Florence consolingly. 

Jeremy shrank back into his corner and tried to look smaller. 
His sister was right, a dance was untold misery to him. The 
tjuadrille had ceased by now, and presently the band struck up 
a waltz, which Ernest danced with Florence. They both waltzed 
well, and Ernest kept going as much as possible, perhaps in 
order to give no opportunity for conversation. At any rato no 
allusion was made to the events of the previous evening. 

11 Where are your aunt and sister, Florence ?” he asked, as 
he led her back to her seat. 

u They are coming presently,” she answered shortly. 

The next dance was a galop, and this he danced with Dorothy, 
whose slim figure looked, in the white muslin dress she wore, 
more like that of a child than a grown woman. But ehild or 
woman, her general appearance was singularly pleasing and 
attractive. Ernest thought that he had never seen the quaint, 
puckered little face, with the two steady blue eyes'in it, look feo 
attractive. Not that it was pretty— it was not, but it was a face 
with a great deal of thought in it, and moreover it was a face 
through which the goodness of its owner seemed to shine like 
the light through a lamp. 

“ You look so nice to-night, Doll,” said Ernest. 

She flushed with pleasure, and answered simply, “ I am glad . 
you think so.” 

“ Yes, I do think so ; you are really pretty.” 

“ Nonsense, Ernest ! Can’t you find some other butt to prac- 
tise your compliments on ? What is the good of wasting them 
on me ? I am going to sit down.” 

“ Really, Doll, I don’t know what has come to you lately, 
you have grown so cross. 

She sighed as she answered gently : . 

“ No more do I, Ernest. I did not mean to speak crossly, 
but you should not make fun of me. Ah, here come Miss 
Ceswick and Eva.” 

They had rejoined Florence and Jeremy. The two ladies 
were seated, while Ernest and Jeremy were standing, the for- 
mer in front of them, the latter against the wa}l behind, for they 
, were gathered at the topmost end of the long room. At Doro- 
thy’s announcement both the lads bent forward to look down the 
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room, and both the women fixed their eyes on Ernest's fac< 
anxiously, expectantly, something as a criminal fixes his eye 
on the foreman of a jury who is about to pronounce words tha 
will one way or another affect all his life. 

“ I don’t see them,” said Ernest carelessly. “ 0, here tliej 
come. By George /” 

Whatever those two women were looking for in his face, 
they had found it, and, to all appearance, it pleased them very 
little. Dorothy turned pale, and leaned back with a faint smile 
of resignation ; she had expected it, that smile seemed to say ; 
but the blood flamed like a danger-flag into Florence’s haughty 
features— -there was no resignation there. And meanwhile 
Ernest was staring down the room, quite unaware of the little 
comedy that was going on round him ; so was Jeremy, and so 
was every other man who was there to stare. 

And this was what they were staring at. Up the centre of 
the long room walked, or rather swept, Miss Ceswick, for even 
at her advanced age she moved like a queen, and at any other 
time her appearance would in itself have been sufficient to 
excite remark. But people were not looking at Miss Ceswick, 
but rather at the radiant creature who accompanied her, and 
whose stature dwarfed her, tall as she was. Eva Ceswick— for it 
was she— was dressed in white sole de Chine , in the bosom of 
which was fixed a single rose. The dress was cut low, and her 
splendid neck and aims were entirely without ornament. In 
the masses of dark hair, which was coiled like a coronet round 
her head, there glistened a diamond star. Simple as was her 
costume, there was a grandeur about it that struck the whole 
room ; but in truth it sprang from the almost perfect beauty of 
the woman who wore it. Any dress would have looked beauti- 
ful upon that noble form, that towered so high, and yet seemed 
to float up the room with the grace of a swan and sway like a 
willow in the wind. But her loveliness did not end there. From 
those dark eyes there shone a light that few men could look 
upon and forget, and yet there was nothing bold about it. It 
was like the light of a star. 

On she came, her lips half -parted, seemingly unconscious of 
the admiration she was attracting, |clip$ug T pother, women as 
she passed, ancP making their beauty, that before had seemed 
bright enough, look poor and mean beside her own. It took* 
but a few seconds, ten perhaps, for her to walk up the roojp,„ 
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and yet to Ernest it seemed long before her eyes met his own, 
and something passed from them into his heart that remained 
there all his life. 

. His gaze made her blush a little, it was so unmistakable. 
She guessed who he was, and passed him with a little inclination 
of her head. • 

44 Well, hero we aro at last,” she said, addressing her sister in 
her musical pure voice. “ What do you think ? something wont 
. wrong with the wheel of the fly, and we had to stop to get it 
mended I” 

“ Indeed !” answered Florence ; “ I thought that perhaps 
you came late in order to make a more effective entry.” 

44 Florence,” said her aunt reprovingly, 44 you should not say 
such things.” 

Florence did not answer, but put her lace handkerchief to 
her lip. She had bitten it till the blood ran. * 

By this time Ernest had recovered himself. He saw several 
young fellows bearing down upon them, and knew what they 
were after. 

44 Miss Ceswick,” ho said, “ will you introduce me ?” 

No sooner said than done, and at that moment the band 
began to play a waltz. In five seconds more she was floating 
down the room upon his arm, and the advancing young gentle- 
men were left lamenting, and, if the truth must be told, anathe- 
matising “ that puppy Kershaw ” beneath their breath. 

There was a spirit in her feet ; she danced divinely. Lightly 
leaning on his arm, they swept round the room, the incarnation 
of youthful strength and beauty, and, as they passed, even sour 
old Lady Asteigh lowered her ancient nose an inch or more, and 
deigned to ask who that handsome young man dancing with tho 
4 4 tall girl ” was. Presently they halted, and Ernest observed a 
’more than usually intrepid man coming towards them, with the 
.design, no doubt, of obtamiug an introduction and the promise 
of dances. But again he was equal to the occasion. 

44 Have you a card V” he asked. 

44 O, yes.” 

44 Will you allow me to put my name down for another dance ? 
I think that our steps suit” 

“ Yes, we get on nicely. Here it is.” 

. Ernest took it. The young man had arrived now, and was 
hovering round and glowering. Ernest nodded to him cheer- 
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fully, and “ put his name ” very much down— indeed for no less 
than three dances and an extra. « 

Eva opened her eyes a little, but she said nothing ; their steps 
suited so very well. 

“ May I ask you, Kershaw — ” began his would-be rival. 

“ O, certainly,” answered Ernest benignly, “ I will be with 
you presently and they floated oil again on the rising wave o£ 
the music. 

When the dance ended, they stopped just by the spot where . 
Miss Ceswick was sitting. Florence and Dorothy were both 
dancing, but Jeremy, who did not dance, was standing by her, 
looking as sulky as a bear with a sore head. Eva stretched out 
her hand to him with a smile. 

“ I hope that you are going to dance with me, Mr. Jones,” 
she said. 

“ l^don’t dance,” he answered curtly, and walked away. 

She gazed after him wonderingly ; his manner was decidedly 
rude. 

“I do not think that Mr. Jones is in a good temper,” she 
said to Ernest, with a smile. 

“0, he is a queer fellovf ; going out always makes him 
cross,” he answered carelessly. I 

Then the gathering phalanx of would-be partners marched 
in and took possession, and Ernest had to retire. 

The ball was drawing to its close. The dancing-room, not- 
withstanding its open windows, was intensely hot, and many of 
the dancers were strolling in tho gardens, among them Ernest 
and Eva. They had just danced their third waltz, in which 
they had discovered that their steps suited better than ever. 

Florence, Dorothy t and her brother were also walking all 
three together. It is curious how people in misfortune cling to ' 
one another. They walked in silence ; they had nothing to say. 
Presently they caught sight of two tall figures standing by a 
bush, on which was fixed a dying Chinese lantern. It is some- 
times unfortunate to be tall, it betrays one’s identity ; there was 
no mistaking the two figures, though it was so dark. Instinc- 
tively the three halted. And just thesp the expiring Chinese) 
lantern did an ^nkind thing : it caught fire, and threw a lurid) 
light upon a very pretty little scene. Ernest was bending for-,/ 
ward towards Eva with all his soul in Jii^ expressive eyes, and \ 
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lagging for something. Sho was blushing sweetly, and looking' 
down at the rose in her bosom ; one hand, too, was raised, as'? 
though to unfasten it. The light was for a moment so strong j 
that Dorothy afterwards remembered noticing how long EvaV 
curling black eyelashes looked against her cheek. In another 
moment it had flared out, and the darkness hid the sequel j but 
it may hero be stated that when Eva reappeared in tho ballroom 
sho had lost her rose. 

Charming and idyllic as this tableau tree vivant of youth and 
beauty, obeying the primary law of nature, and making love 
to one another in a Garden of Eden illumined with Chinese 
lanterns, undoubtedly was, it did not seem to pleaso any of the 
three spectators. 

J eremy actually forgot the presence of ladies, and went so 
far ns to swear aloud. Nor did they reprove him ; probably it 
gave their feelings some vicarious relief. 

“ I think that wo had better be going home ; it is la®,” said 
Dorothy, after a pause. “Jeremy, will you go and order ih 
carriage ?” 

J eremy went. 

Florenoo said nothing, but she took her fan in both her hands 
and bent it slowly, so that tho ivory sticks snapped one by one 
With a succession of sharp reports. Then sho threw it down, 
and riot her liccl upon it, and ground it into the path. There 
was something inexpressibly cruel about the way in which she 
crushed the pretty toy, tho action seemed to be the appropriate ' 
and unconscious outcome of some mental process, and it is an 
odd proof of tho excitement under which they were both labour- 
ing, that at tho time tho gentle-minded Dorothy saw nothing 
strange about it. At that moment the two girls were nearer 
each other than they ever had been before, or ever would be 
again ; the common stroke of a misfortune for a moment 
wolded their opposite natures into one. At that moment, too, 
they knew that they both loved the same man ; before, they had 
guessed it, and had not liked each other the better for it, but 
now that was forgotten. 

“ I think, Florence,” said Dorothy, with a little tremor in her 
voice, “ that we are ‘ out of the running/ as Jeremy says. Your 
sister is too beautiful for any woman to stand against her. He 
has fallen in love with her.” 

“ Yes,” said Florence, with a bitter laugh and a flash of her 
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brown eyes ; u his highness has thrown a handkerchief to a new 
favourite, and she has lost no time in picking it up. We always 
used to call her ‘ the sultana ” and she laughed again. 

“ Perhaps,” suggested Dorothy, “ she only means to flirt with 
him a little ; I hoped that Jeremy — ” 

“Jeremy! what chance has Jeremy against him? Ernest 
would make more way with a woman in two hours than Jeremy 
would in two years. ' "Wo Jill love to be taken by storm, my dear. 
Do not deceive yourself. Flirt with him! she will lovo him 
wildly in a week. Who could help loving him ?” she added, 
with a thrill of her rich voice. 

Dorothy said nothing ; she knew that it was true, and they 
walked a few steps in silence. 

“ Dorothy, do you know what generally happens to favourites 
and sultanas ?” 

“ No.” 

“ Tl&y come to a bad end ; the other ladies of the harem 
murder them, you know.” 

“ What <lo you mean ?” 

“ Don’t be frightened ; I don’t mean that we should murder 
my dear sister. What I do mean is, that I think we might 
ruau a go to depose her. Will you help mo if I find a plan ?” 

Dorothy’s better self had had time to aesert itself by now ; * 
the influence of the blow was over, and their natures were wide 
apart again. 

“ No, certainly not,” she answered. “ Ernest has a right to 
choose for himself, and if your sister gets the better of us, it is 
the fortune of war, that id all — though certainly the fight is not 
quite fair,” she added, as sho thought of Eva’s radiant loveli- 
ness. 

Florence glanced at her contemptuously. 

“ You have no spirit,” sho said. 

4t What do you mean to do ?” 

“ Mean to do !” she answered, swinging round and facing 
her ; “ I mean to have my revenge.” 

“ 0 Florence, it is wicked to talk so ! Who are you going to 
be revenged on — Ernest ? It is not his fault if — if you are fond 
of him.” 

“ Yes, it is his fault ; but whether it if his fault or not, he 
shall suffer. 4 lvemember what I say, for it will corno true : he . 
shall suffer. Why should I bear it all alone ? But he shall not 
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suffer so much as she. I told her that I was fond of him, and 
she promised to leave him alone — do you hear that ? — and yet she 
is taking him away from me to gratify her vanity — she, who can 
have anybody she likes.** 

“ Hush, Florence ! Don’t give way to your temper so, or 
you will bo. overheard. Besides, I daresay that we are making 
a great deal out of nothing ; after all, she only gave him a 
rose.** 

il I don’t care if we arc overheard, and it is not nothing. I 
guessed that it would be so, 1 knew that it would be so, and I 
know what is coming now. Mark my words, within a month 
Ernest and my sweet sister will be sitting about on the cliff with 
their arms around each other’s nocks. I have only to shut my 
eyes and I can see it. O, here is J ereray ! Is the carriage 
there, Jeremy ? That’s right. Come on, Dorothy, let us go and 
say good-night and be off. You will drop me at the cottage, 
won’t you ?” 

Half an hour later the fly that had brought Miss Ceswick 
and Eva came round, and with it Ernest’s dog-cart. But as Miss 
Ceswick was rather anxious about the injured wheel, Ernest, as 
in duty bound, offered to see them safe home, and, ordering the 
cart to follow, got into the fly without waiting for an answer. 

Of course Miss Ceswick went to sleep, but it is not probable 
that either Ernest or Eva followed her example. Perhaps they 
were too tired to talk ; perhaps they were beginning to find out 
what a delightful companionship is to be found in silence j per- 
haps his gentle pressure of the little white-gloved hand, that 
lay unresisting in his own, was more eloquent than any speech. 

Don’t be shocked, my reader ; you or I would have done the 
same, and thought ourselves very lucky fellows ! 

At any rate, that drive was over all too soon. 

Florence opened the door for them ; she had told the ser- 
vant to go to bed. 

When Eva reached the door of her room she turned round 
to say good-night to her sister ; but the latter, instead of c >n- 
tenting herself with a nod, as was her custom, came and kissed 
her on the face. 

“ I congratulate yon on your dress and on your conquest f 
arid again she kissed her and was gone. 

It is not like Florence to be so kind,” reflected her younger 
“ I can't rejn^mber when she kissed me last.” 
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Eva did not know that as there are some kisses that declare ' 
peace, and set the seal on love, there are others that announce/ 
war, and proclaim the hour of vengeance or treachery. Judas 
kissed his Master when he betrayed Ilim. ' 


CHAPTER IX. 

EVA FINDS SOMETHING. 

When Ernest woke on the morning after the ball it was ten 
o’clock, and he had a severe headache. This — the headache — 
was his first impression, but presently his eye fell upon a wither- 
ing red rose that lay upon the dressing-table, and he smiled. Then 
followed reflections, thoso confounded reflections that always 
dog the h^els of everything pleasant in life, and ho censed to 
smile. 

In tho end ho yawned and got up. When ho reached tho 
sitting-room, which looked cool and pleasant in contrast to tho 
hot July sunshine that beat upon the little patch of bare turf 
in front of the house, and the glittering soa beyond, he found 
that the others had done their breakfast. Jeremy had gone out, 
but his sister was there, looking a little pale, no doubt from tho 
late hours of the previous night. 

# “ Hulloa, Doll ! good-morning.” 

“Good -morning, Ernest,” she answered rather coldly. “I 
have been keeping your tea as warm as I can, but I’m afraid it 
is getting cold.” 

w You are a good Samaritan, Doll. I've got such a head 1 
perhaps tho tea will make it better.” 

She smiled as she gave it to him ; had she spoken what was 
in her mind, she would have answered that she had “such a 
heart.” 

He drank the tea, and apparently felt bettor for it, for pre- 
sently he asked her, in comparatively cheerful tones, how sho 
liked the dance. 

“ O, very well, thank you, Ernest ; how did ycu like it ?” 

“ O, awfully ! I say, Doll 1” 

“Yes, Ernest.” 

“ Isn’t she lovely t* 

“ Who. Ernest?” 
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“ "Who ! why, Eva Ceswick, of course.” 

“Yes, Ernest, she is very lovely.” 

Theie was something about her tone that was not encour- 
aging ; at any rate he did not pursue the subject. 

“ Where is Jeremy?” lie asked next. 

“ He has gone out.” 

Presently, Ernest, having finished his second cup of tea, 
went out too, and came across Jeremy mooning about the c 
yard. 

41 Hi illoa, my hearty ! and how are you after your dissipa- 
tions V” 

41 All right, thank you,” answered Jeremy sulkily. 

Ernest glanced up quickly. The voice was the voice of 
Jeniny, but the tones were not his tones. 

4i What is up, old chap ?” he said, slipping his arm through 
his friend’s. 

“ Nothing.” 

4 ‘ () yea, there is, though. What is it ? Out with it. I am 
a splendid father confessor.” 

Jeremy freed his arm, and remained sulkier than ever. 
Ernest looked hurt, and the look softened the other. 

41 Well, of course, if you won’t tell me, there is nothing more 
to be said ;” and lie prepared to move off. 

“ As though you didn’t knew !’* 

“ Upon my honour I don’t.” 

“ Then if you’ll come in here I will tell you and Jeremy 
opened the door of the little outhouse, where he stuffed his birds 
and kept his gun and collection of eggs and butterflies, and 
motioned Ernest majestically in. 

Ho entered and seated himself upon the stuffing-table, gazing 
abstractedly at a bittern that Jeremy had shot about the time 
that this story opened, and which was now very moth-eaten, 
and waved ono melancholy leg in the air in a way meant to be 
imposing, but only succeeded in being grotesque. 

“ Well, what is it ?” he interrogated of the glassy eye of the 
decaying bittern. 

Jeremy turned his broad back upon him— he felt that he* 
could speak bette# on Buch a subject with his back turned— and, 
addressing empty space before him, said i* 

“ I think it was precious unkind of you.” 

“ What was$>r«cious unkind ?” 
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“ To go and cut me out of the only girl — ” 

“ I ever loved,” suggested Ernest, for he was hesitating. 

4 * I ever loved,” chimed in J eremy ; the phrase expressed 
his sentiments exactly. 

“ Well, old chap, if you would come to the point a little 
more, and tell mo who the deuce you are talking abbut — ” 

“ Why, who should I be talking about V there is only one 
girl—” 

“ You ever loved ?” 

44 1 over loved.” 

“Well, in the name of the Iloly Homan Empire, who is 
she?” 

4< Why, Eva Os wick.” 

Ernest whistled. 

4 ‘ 1 say, old chap,” he said, after a pause, 41 why didn’t you 
tell me?* J didn’t even know that you knew her. Are you 
engaged to her, then ?” 

“ Engaged ! no.” 

4 ‘ Well, then, have you an understanding withhor?” 

“ No, of course not.” 

Look here, old fellow, if you would just slew round a bib 
and tell mo how the matter stands, wo might get on a little.” 

41 It doesn’t stand at all, but — I worship tho ground she 
treads on ; there !” 

• 14 Ah,” said Ernest, 41 that’s awkward, for so do I — at least I 
think I do.” 

Jeremy groaned, and Ernest groaned too, by way of com- 
pany. 

“ Look here, old chap,” said the latter, 44 what is to be done ? 
You should have told me, but you didn’t, you see. If you had, 
I would have kept clear. Fact is, she bowled me over altogether, 
bowled mo clean.” 

44 So she did me.” 

44 I’ll tell you what, Jeremy ; I’ll go away and leave you to 
make the running. Not that I see that there is much good in 
either of us making the running, for we have nothing to marry 
on, and no more has she.” 

44 And we are only twenty-one. Qa&jaatf t marry at twenty- 
o gef put in Jeremy 44 or one. would have" a large family bythe 
time^one’s thirty. Fellows who marry at twenty-one always 
do.’ * • 
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t( She’s twenty-one ; she told me so.” 

11 She told me too,” said Jeremy, determined to show that 
Ernest was not the only person favoured with this exciting 
fact. 

“ Well, shall I clear ? wo can’t jaw about it for ever.” 

t( No,”*said Jeremy Blowly, and in a way" that showed that 
it cost him an effort to say it, “ that would not be fair ; besides, 
I expect that the mischief is done ; everybody gets fond of yon, 
old chap, men or women. No, you sha’n’t go, and we won’t get 
to loggerheads over it either. I'll toll you what wo will do — we 
will toss up.” * 

This struck Ernest as a brilliant suggestion. 

u Right you are,” he said, at once producing a shilling ; 
u singles or threes ?” 

“ Singles, of course ; it’s sooner over.” 

Ernest poised the coiu on his thumb. 

“ You call. But, I say, what are wo tossing for ? We can’t 
draw lots for the girl like the fellows in Ilomcr. Wo haven’t 
captured her yet.” 

This was obviously a point that required consideration. 
Jeremy scratched his boad. 

“ How will this do V” he said. “ The winner to have a 
month to make the running in, tho loser not io interfero. If 
she won’t have anything to say to him after a month, then tho 
loser to have his iliug. If she will, loser to keep clear.” 1 

44 That will do. Stand clear ; up you go.” 

Tho shilling spun in the air 

44 Tails I” howled Jeremy. 

It lit on the beak of the astonished bittern and bounded off 
on to the floor, finally rolling under a box full of choice speci- 
mens of the petrified bones of antediluvtah animals that had 
been washed out of the cliffs. The box was lugged out of the 
way with difficulty, and the shilling disclosed. 

44 Heads it is !” said Ernest exultiugly. 

“I expected as much; just my luck. Well, shako hands, 
Ernest. We won’t quarrel about the girl, please God.” ? 

They shook hands heartily enough and parted ; but from 
that time for many a long day there was an invisible something 
between them that had not been there before. Strong indeed 
fmust be the friendship of which the bonds do not slacken when 
*thc shadow of aivojnan’s love falls upon it. 
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That afternoon Dorothy said that she wanted to go into 
Kesterwick to make some purchases, and Ernest offered to ac- 
company her. They walked in silence as far as Titheburgh 
Abbey ; indeed, they both suffered from a curious constraint 
that seemed to effectually check their usual brother- and-sister- 
like relations, Ernest was just beginning to feel the silence 
awkward when Dorothy stopped. 

“ What was that ?” she said. “ I thought I beard somebody 
cry out.” 

They listened, and presently both heard a woman’s voice 
calling for help. The sound seemed to come from the cliff on 
their loft. They stepped to the edgo and looked ovqr. As tho 
reader may remember, some twenty feet from the top of the 
cliff, and fifty or more from the bottom, there was at this 
Spot a sandy ledge, on which were deposited many of the 
remains cashed out of tho churchyard by the sea. Now, 
this particular spot was almost inaccessible without ladders, 
because, although it was easy enough to get down to its level, 
the cliff bulged out on either side of it, and gavo for the space 
of some yards little or no hold for the hands or feet of tho 
climber. 

The first thing that caught Ernest’s eyes when ho looked 
over was a lady’s foot and ankle, which appeared to bo resting 
on a tiny piece of rock that projected from tho surface of tho 
cliff ; the next was the imploring faco of Eva Ceswick, who was 
sprawling in a most undignified position on the bulge of sand- 
stone, with nothing moro between her and eternity than that 
very unsatisfactory and insufficcnt knob of rock. It was evident 
that sho could move neither one way nor the other without 
being precipitated to the bottom of the cliff, to which she was 
apparently clinging by suction like a fiy. 

“ Great God 1” exclaimed Ernest. “ Hold on, I will come 
to you.” 

“ I can't bold much longer.” 

1 It was one thing to say that he would come, and another to 
do it. The sand gave scarcely any foothold ; how was he to get 
enough purchase to pull Eva round the bulge ? He looked at 
Dorothy in despair. Her quick mind had Jaken in the situation 
at a glance. 

“ You must get down there above her, Ernest, and lie fiat, 
and stretch out your hand to her.” 
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“But there is nothing to hold to. When she puts he? 
weight on to my hand we shall both go together.” 

“ No, I will hold your legs. Be quick, she is getting ex- 
hausted.” 

It took Ernest but two seconds to reach the spot that 
Dorothy had pointed to, and to lay himself flat, or rather 
slanting, for his heels were a great deal higher than his head. 
Fortunately, he discovered a hard knob of sandstone, against 
which he could rest his left hand. Meanwhile, Dorothy, sealing 
herself as securely as she could above, seized him by the ankles. 
Then Ernest stretched his hand downwards, and, gripping Eva 
by the wrist, began to put out his strength. Had the throt had 
any time to indulge tlndr sense of humour, they might have 
found the appearance they presented intensely lndkrou.* , but 
they had not, for the very good reason that for thirty .seconds 
or so their lives were not worth a farthing’s purchase* Ernest 
strained and strained, hut Eva was a largo woman, although kne 
danced so lightly, and ihe bulge over which ho had to pail her 
was almost perpendicular. Presently he felt that Dorothy was 
beginning to slip above him. 

“ She must make an effort, or we shall all go,” she said, in a 
quiet voice. 

“ Drive your knees in the sand and throw yourself forward, 
it is your only chance !” gasped Ernest to the exhausted woman 
beneath him. 

She realised the meaning of his words, and gave a desperate 
struggle. 

“Pull, Doll ; for God’s sake, pull ! she’s coming.” 

Then followed a .second of despairing effort, and she waa 
beside him on the spot where he lay ; another struggle, and the 
three sank exhausted on the top of the cliff, rescued from a 
most imminent death. 

“ By Joa c !” ejaculated Ernest, “ that was a near thing ! M 

Dorothy nodded, she was too exhausted to speak. Eva 
smiled and fainted. 

He turned to her with a little cry, and began to chafe her 
cold hands. 

11 0, she’s dead, Qoll 1” he said. 

“ No. she has fainted. Give me your ha^.” 

Before ho could do so she had seized it, and was running a 
quickly as her exhalation would allow towards a spring°tha 
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bubbled up a hundred yards away, and which once had been the 
water-supply of the old abbey. 

Ernest went on rubbing for a minute or more, but without 
producing the slightest effect. Ho was in despair. The beau- 
tiful faco beneath him looked so wan and death-liko ; all the red 
had loft the lips. In bis distress, and scarcely knowing what 
ho did, ho bent over them and kissed them, once, twice, thrice. 
This mode of restoration is not recommended in the medicines 
chest “guide,” but in this instance it was not without it*. ^vfc., 
Presently a faint and tremulous glow diffused itself over the pile' 
cheek; in another moment it deepened to a must umuisuk- 
able blush. (Was it a half-consciousiio: s of Ernest’s newnnih ul 
of treatment, or merely the returning blood, that produced tlio ' 
blush ? Let us not inquire.) Next she sighed, opened her eyes, 
and sat up. 

“0, you are not dead !” 

“No,*I don’t think so, but I can’t quite remember. What 
was it ? Ah, I know and she shut lu:r eyes, as though to keep 
out some horrid sight. Present ly she opened them again. 
“ You have saved my life,” she said. “ If it had not been for 
you, I should have now tacn lying cradled at the foot of that' 
dreadful cliff. I am so grateful.” 

At that moment Dorothy came L irk with allt 4 le w»ih u in 
Ernest’s black hat, for m hov hurry dr* had r.pilicd most -jf it. 

• “ Here, drink some of this,” she said. 

Eva tried to do so ; but a billycock hut is not a very rt onvo- 
nient drinking -vessel till you get u-ed to it, aud she upset more 
than she swallowed. But what she got down did lur good. 
She put down tho hat, and they all three laughed a little; it was 
bo funny drinking out of an old hat. 

“Were you long down there before we came?” asked 
Dorothy. 

“No, not long, only about half a minute on that dreadful 
bulge” 

“ What on earth did you go thfro for ?” said Ernest, putting 
his dripping bat on to his head, for tlio sun was hot. 

“ I wanted to see the bones. I am very active, and thought 
that I could get up quito safely ; but sand is so slippery. 0, I 
forgot ; look here and she pointed to a Ihin cord that was tied 
to lier wrist. • 

“What is that?” 
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14 Why, it is tied to such an odd lead box that I found in the 
sand. Mr. Jones said the other day that he thought it was a 
bit of an old coffin ; but it is not, it is a load box with a rusiy 
iron handle. I could not move it much ; but I had this bit of 
cord with me—I thought I might want it getting down, you 
know — so I tied one end of it to the handle.** 

“ Let us pull it up,” said Ernest, unfastening the cord from 
Eva’s wrist, and beginning to tug. 

But the case was too heavy for him to lift alone ; indeed, it 
proved as much as they could all threo manage to drag it to the 
top. However, up it came at last. Ernest examined it carefully, 
and came to the conclusion that it was very ancient. The mas- 
sive iron handle at the top of the oblong case was almost eaten 
through with rust, and tho lead itself was much corroded, 
although, from fragments that still clung to it, it was evident 
that it had once been protected by an outer case of oak. Evi- 
dently the case had been washed out of the churchyard where 
it had lain for centuries. 

“This is quite exciting,” said Eva, who was now sufficiently 
interested to forget all about her escape. “ What can be in it ? 
— treasure or papers, I should think/’ 

44 I don’t know,” answered Ernest ; “ I should hardly think 
that they would bury such things in a churchyard. Perhaps it 
is a small baby.” 

“Ernest,” broke in Dorothy, in an agitated way, “I don’t 
like that thing. 1 cun’ t tell you why, but I am sure it is unlucky! 
I wish that you would throw it back to where it came from, or 
into tho sea. It is a horrid thing, and we have nearly lost our 
lives over it already/* 

“ Nonsense, Doll ! whoever thought that you were so super- 
stitious ? Why, perhaps it is full of money or jewels. Let’s 
take it home and open it.” 

“ I am not superstitious, and you can take it home if you 
like. I vrill not touch it ; 1 tell you it is a horrid thing.” 

“ All right, Doll, then you sha’n’t have a share of the spoil. 
Miss Geswick and I will divide it. Will you help mo to carry it 
to the house, Miss Ceswick ? tin t is, unless you are afraid of it 
like DoU/* 

“0 no,” she ausVcred, “I <un not afraid; I am dying of 
curiosity to see what is inside/’ * 
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CHAPTER X. 

WHAT EVA FOUND. 

“ You are sure you axe not too tired ?” said Ernest, after a 
moment's consideration. 

“No, indeed, I have quite recovered,” she answered, with a 
blush. 

Ernest blushed too, from sympathy probably, and went to 
pick up a bough that lay beneath a stunted oak-tree which grew 
in tho ruins of the abbey, on the .spot where once the altar had 
stood. This he ran through tho iron handle, and, directing Eva 
to catch hold of one end, ho took the other himself, and they 
started for the house, Dorothy marching solemnly in front. 

As it happened, Jeremy and Mr. Card us were strolling along 
together smoking, when suddenly they caught sight of the caval- 
cade advancing, and hurried to meet it. 

“What is all this?” asked Mr. Gardus of Dorothy, who was 
now nearly fifty yards ahead of tho other two. 

“Well, Reginald, it is a long story. First wo found Kva 
Ceswick slipping down the cliff, and pulled her up just in time,” 

“My luck again,” thought Jeremy, groaning inspirit. “I 
might have sat on the edge of that cliff for ten years, and never 
got a chance of pulling her up.” 

“ Then we pulled up that horrid box, which slio found down 
in the sand, and tied a cord to.” 

“ Yes,” exclaimed Ernest, who was now arriving, “ and, would 
you believe it, Dorothy wanted us to throw it back again !” 

“ I know I did ; I said that it was unlucky, and it is unlucky.” 

“ Nonsense, Dorothy ! it is very interesting. I expect that 
it will be found to contain deeds buried in the churchyard for 
safety and never dug up again,” broke in Mr. Cardus, much 
interested. “ Let me catch hold of that stick, Miss Ccswick, and 
I daresay that Jeremy will go on and get a hammer and a cold 
chisel, and we will soon solve the mystery." 

“ O, very well, Reginald ; you will see.” 

Mr. Cardus glanced at her. It was curious her taking such 
an idea. Then they proceeded to the house. On reaching the 
sitting-room they found J eremy already tjere with his hammer 
and chisel. He wa8 an admirable amateur blacksmith ; indeed 
there were few manual trades of which he did not know a little, 
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and, placing the case on t.ho table, he set about the task of open- 
ing it in a most workmanlike manner. 

The lead, though it was in place s eaten quite away, was still 
thick and sound near the edges, and it took him a good quarter 
of an hour’s hard chopping to remove what appeared to be tbo 
front of the. case. Excitement was at its height as it fell for- 
ward with a bang on the table ; but it was then found that 
what had boon removed was merely a portion of an outer case 
there being boucalh it an inner chest, also of lead. 

“Well,” said Jeremy, “ they fastened it up pretty well and 
then he hot to work again. 

This inner skin of lead was thinner and easier to cut than the 
first had been, and he got through the job more quickly, though 
not n -rally quickly enough for the impatience of the bystanders. 
At hv-t the front fell out, and disclosed a small cabinet made of 
solid pieces ( f black oak and having a hinged door, which was 
fayfonulby a tiny latch ar.d hasp of the common pattern, that is 
probably as old as doors arc. From this cabinet there came a 
strong l dour of fc pices. 

The excitement was now intense, and seemed to be shared by 
everybody in the house. Grice had come in through the swing- 
door and stationed herself in the background, Sampson and the 
groom were peeping through the window, and even old Atler- 
lcigh, attracted by the sound of the hammering, had strolled 
aimlessly in. 

“ What cm it be ?” said Eva, with a ga«p. 

Slo wly Jeremy extracted the cabinet from its leaden cover- 
ings and set it on the table. 

“ Shall I open it ?” ho said ; and, suiting the action to the word, 
he lifted the latch, and placing the chisel between the edgo of 
the little door and its frame, prized the cabinet open. 

The smell of spices became more pronounced than ever, and 
for a moment the cloud of dust that came from them, as their 
fragments rolled out of the cabinet on to the table, prevented 
the spectators, who, all but Dorothy, were crowding up to the 
case, from seeing what it contained. Presently, however, a largo 
whitish bundle became visible. Jeremy put in his hand, pulled 
it out, and laid it on the top of the box. It was heavy. But 
when he had done tli$ ho did not seem inclined to go any further 
in the matter The bundle had, he considered, an uncanny 
look. 
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At that moment an interruption took place, for Florence 
Ceswick entered through the open door. She had como up to 
see Dorothy, and was astonished to find such a gathering. 

“ Why, what is ii all about ?” she asked. 

Somebody told her in as few words as possible, for everybody's 
attention was concentrated on the bundle, which nobody seemed 
inclined to touch. 

tl Wtll, why don’t you open it ?" asked Florence. 

“ 1 think that they are all afraid,” said Mr. Cardus, with a 
laugh. 

Ife was witching the various expressions on tho faces with 
an amused air. 

‘‘ W« 1 1, l am not afraid, at any rate," said Florence. “Now, 
ladies and gentlemen, tho Gorgon's head is about to bo unveiled : 
look the other way, or you will all be turned to stono." 

“ Tli is getting delightfully ghastly," said Eva to Ernest. 

“I hvo'v Lint it will he something horrid,” added Dorothy. 

Mcauv-hile Florence had drawn out a heavy pin of ancient 
make, with which tho wrapping of tho bundle was fastened, and 
begun to unwind a long piece of discoloured linen. At tho very 
first turn another shower of spices fell out. As soon as these 
had bout swept aside, Florence proceeded slowly with her task, 
and as she removed fold after fold of the linen, tho bundle 
began to take shape and foiu, mid tho shape it took was that 
y£ a human head. 

Eva taw it, and drew closer to Ernest ; Jeremy saw it, and 
felt inclined to bolt ; Dorothy saw it, and knew that her pre- 
* sentiments as to the disagreeable nature of the contents of that 
unlucky case were coming true ; Mr. Cardus saw it, and was 
more interested than ever. Only Florence and Hard-riding 
Attovleigh saw nothing. Another turn or two of tho long 
winding-shu t, and it slipped suddenly away from whatever it 
enclosed. 

There was a moment’s dead silence as the company regarded 
tho object thus left open to their gaze. Then one of the women 
gave a low cry of fear, and, actuated by some common impulse, 
they all turned and broke from the room in terror, and calling, 
“ It is alive !” No, not all. Florence turned pale, but she stood 
there by tlio object, tho winding-sheet infher hands ; and old 
Atterleigh also remained staring at it, either paralysed or fas- 
cinated. 
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It, too, seemed to stare at him from its point of vantage on 
the oak chest, in which it had rested for so many centuries. 

And this was what he saw there upon the box. Let tho 
reader imagine the faco and head of a lovely woman of some 
thirty years of age, the latter covered with rippling brown locks 
of great length, above which was sot a roughly-fashioned coronet 
itudded with uncut gems. Let him imagine this face, all but 
Ahe lips, which were coloured red, pale with the bloodless pallor 
of death, and the flesh so firm and fresh-looking that it might 
have been that of a corpse not a day old ; so firm, indeed, that 
the head and all its pendant weight of beautiful hair could 
stand on tho unshrunken base of the neck which, iu some far- 
past age, cold steel had made so smooth. Then let him imagine 
tho crowning horror of this weird sight. The eyes of a corpse 
arc shut, but the eyes in this head wero wide open, and the long 
black lashes, as perfect now as on the day of death, bang over 
what appeared, when the light struck them, to be two balls of 
trembling fire, that glittered and rolled and fixed themselves 
upon the face of the observer like living human* eyes. It was 
these awful eyes that carried such terror to rtho hearts of the 
on-lookcrs when they cast their first glance Ground, and made 
them not unnaturally cry out that it was alive. 

It was not until lie had made a very careful examination of 
these fiery orbs that Mr. Card us was afterwards able to discover 
what they were ; and as the reader may as well understand at 
onco that this head had nothing about it different from any 
other skilfully preserved head, he shall be taken into confidence 
without d Jay. They were balls of crystal fitted, probably with 
tho aid of slender springs, into the eye-sockets with such in- 
fernal art that they shook and trembled to the slightest sound, 
and even on occasion rolled about. The head itself, he also 
discovered, had not been embalmed in the ordinary fashion, by 
extracting the brain, and filling the cavity with spices or bitu- 
men, but had been preserved by means of tho injection of silica, 
or some kindred substance, into the brain, veins, and arteries, 
which, after permeating all the flesh, had solidified and made it 
like marble. Some brilliant pigment had been used to give the 
lips their natural colour, and the hair had been preserved by 
means of the spices. \ But perhaps the most ^readf ul thing about 
this relic of forgotten ages was the mocking smile that tho artist 
who u set it up ” had pianaged to preserve upon the face— a smile 
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that just drew the lips up enough to show the white teeth beneath, 
and gave the idea that its wearer had died in the full enjoyment 
of some malicious jest or triumph. It was a terrible thiug to 
look on, that long-dead, beautiful face, with its abundant hair, 
its crowning coronet, its moving crystal eyes, and its smile ; 
and yet there was something awfully fascinating about it : thoso 
who had seen it once would always long to see it again. 

Mr. Cardus had fled with the rest, but as soon as he got 
outside the swing-door his common sense reasserted itself, nud 
he stopped. 

“Come, como,” he called to the others, “don’t bo so silly; 
you are not going to run away from a dead woman’s head, are 
you ?” 

“ You ran too,” said Dorothy, pulling up and gasping. 

“ Yes, I know I did ; those eyes startled me ; but, of course, 
they at^ glass. I am going back ; it is a great curiosity.” 

“ It is an accursed thing,” muttered Dorothy. 

/✓Mr. Cardus turned and reentered the room, and tho others, 
comforting themselves with the reflection that it was broad day- 
light, and drawn by their devouring curiosity, followed him. 
That is, they all followed him except Grice, who was ill for two 
da^ s afterwards. As for Sampson and the groom, who had seen ■ 
the sight through the window, they ran for a mile or more along 
tho cliff before they stopped. 

• When they gob back into tho room, they found old Attcr- 
leigh still standing and staring at tho crystal eyes, that seemed 
to be returning his gaze with compound interest, while Florence 
was there with tho long linen wrapper in her hand, gazing down 
at the beautiful hair that flowed from tho head on to the oak 
box, from the box to tho table, and from the table nearly to tho 
ground. It was, oddly enough, ctf the same colour and texture 
as her own. She had taken off her hat when she began to undo* 
the wrappings, and they all noticed the fact. Nor did the resem- 
blance stop there. The sharp fine features of the mummied 
head were very like Florence’s ; so were tho beautiful teeth and 
the fixed hard smile. The dead face was more lovely, indeed, 
but otherwise the woman of the Saxon i^a— for, to judge from 
the rude fciaiaon "ver brow, it was probabl&that she was Saxon— 
and the living gi$L of the nineteenth ccatury might have been 
sisters, or mother and daughter. The resemblance startled them 
all as they entered the room, but they sai&ndthing. 
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They drew near, and gazed again without a word. t)orothy 
waa the first to break the silence. 

“ I think she must have been a witch.” she said. “ 1 hope 
that you will have it thrown away, Reginald, for she will bring 
us bad luck. The place where she was buried has been uulucky ; 
it was a great abbey once, now it is a deserted ruin. When wo 
tried to get the ca^o up, we were all very nearly killed. She 
will bring us bad luck. I am sure of it. Throw it away, Regi- 
nald, throw her into the sea. Look, she is just like Florence 
there.” 

Florence had smiled at Dorothy’s words, and the resem- 
blance became more striking than ever. Eva shuddered as she 
noticed it. 

“ Nonsense, Dorothy !” said Mr. Cardus, who was a bit of an 
antiquarian, and had now forgotten his start in his collector’s 
zeal, “it is a splendid find. But I forgot,” he added, fit a tone; 
of disappointment, “ it docs not belong to njc, it belongs to Miss 
Ceswick.” 

“ O, I am sure you are welcome to it, so far as I am con- 
cerned,” said Eva hastily. “ I would not havo it near me on 
any account.” 

“ O, very well. I am much obliged to you. I shall value the 
relic very much.” 

Florence had meanwhile moved round the table, and was 
gazing earnestly into the crystal eyes. * 

“ What are you doing, Florence ?” asked Ernest sharply, for 
the scene was uncanny, and jarred upon him. 

“ I?” she answered, with a little laugh ; “I am seeking an 
inspiration. That face looks wise, it may teach me something. 
Besides, it is so like my own, I think she must be some far- 
distant ancestress.” 

“ So she has noticed it too,” thought Ernest. 

“Put her back in the box, Jeremy,” said Mr. Cnrdns. “I 
must have an air-tight case made.” 

“I can do that,” said Jeremy, “by lining the old one with 
lead, and putting a glass front to it.” 

Jeremy set about/putting the head away, touching it very 
gingerly. When he got it back into the oak case, he dusted it, 
and placed it upon a bracket that jutted frofn the oak panelling 
at the end of the ^oom. 

“ Well,” said Florence, “ now that you have put your guar- 
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dian angel on her pedestal, I think that we must be going home. 
Will any of you wall; a little way with us?” 

Dorothy said that they would all come — that is, all oxct.pt 
Mr. Cardus, who had gone back to his office. Accordingly they 
started, and as they did so, Florence intimated to Ernest that 
she wished to speak to him. lie was alarmed and ih*' ap- 
pointed, for he was afraid of Florence, and wished to walk with 
Eva, and presumably his face botrayed what was in his mind 
to her. 

“Do net be frightened.” she said, with a slight smile; “I 
am not going to say anything disagreeable.” 

Of course he replied thaL ho know that she never could say , 
anything disagreeable at any time ; at which she smiled again 
the same faint smile, and they dropped behind. 

“ Ernest.” she said presently, “ 1 want to speak to you. You 
romemtSer what happened between us two evenings ago on this 
very beach ;” for they were walking homo by the beach. 

“ Yes, Florence, I remember,” answered Ernest. 

“ Well, Ernest, the words 1 have to say are hard for a woman's 
lips, but I must say them. I made a mistake, Ernest, in telling 
you that I loved you as I did, and in talking all the wild non- 
sense that I talked. I don’t know what made me do it — some ‘ 
foolish impulse, no doubt. Women are very curious, you know, 
Ernest, and I think I am more curious than most. I suppose I 

* thought I loved you, Ernest— I know I thought it when you 

• kissed me; but last night, when I saw you at the Srnythes’ 
dance, I knew that it was all a mistake, and that I cared for 
you — no mere than you cared for me, Ernest. Do you under- 
stand me ?” 

He did not understand her in the least, but he nodded 
his head, feeling vaguely that things were turning out very 
well for him. y 

“ That is all right ; and so hero, in the same place whgjro^. 
said them, I renounce them. We will forget all that foolish 
Bceue, Ernest. I made a little mistake when I told you that 
my heart was as deep as the sea ; I fiml that it is shallow as 
a brook. But will you answer me one ^lestion, Ernest, before 
we close this conversation ?” " i 

“ Yes, Florence, if I can.” ' 

“ Well, when you — you kissed me the oth$r night, you did not 
really mean it, did you V I mean you onfly did so for a freak, orJ% 
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from the impulse of the moment, not because you loved mo? 
Don’t be afraid to tell me, because if it was so, I shall not be 
angry ; you see you have so much to forgive me for. I am 
breaking faith, am I not?” and she looked him straight intho 
face with her piercing eyes. 

Ernest’s -glance fell under that searching gaze, and the lie 
that men are apt to think it no shame to use where women are 
concerned rose to his lips. But ho could not get it out — he 
could not bring himself to say that he did lovo her — so ho com- 
promised matters. 

“ I think you were more in earnest than I was, Florence.” 

Sho laughed, a cold little laugh, that somehow made his flesh 
creep. 

“ Thank you for being candid : it makes matters so much 
easier, does it not ? But, do you know, I suspected as much, 
when I was standing there by that head to-day, just at«fche time 
that you took Eva’s hand.” 

Ernest started visibly. “ Why, your back was turned !” he 
said. 

“ Yes, but I saw what you did reflected in the -crystal eyes. 
Well, do you know, as l stood there, it seemed to me as though 
I could consider the whole matter as dispassionately and with as 
clear a brain as though I had. been that dead woman. All of a 
sudden I grew wise. But there are the others waiting for us.” 

“We shall part friends, I hope, Floronco?” said Ernest 
anxiously. 

“ O >es, Ernest, a woman always follows the career of her 
old admirer with the deepest interest, and for about five seconds 
you were my admirer — when you kissed me, you know. I shall 
watch all your life, and my thoughts shall follow your footsteps 
like a shadow. Good-night, Ernest, good-night ;” and again 
* sho smiled that mocking smile that was so like that on the fea- 
S ^firea of the dead woman, and fixed her piercing eyes upon his 
face. lie bade her good-night, and made his way homewards 
tfith the others, feeling an undofmable dread heavy on his 
heart. 
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CHAPTER XI. 

DEEP WATERS. 

In due course Jeremy duly fitted up “the witch/’ as the 
mysterious head came to bo called at Dum’s Ness*, in her air- 
tight cabinet, which ho lengthened till it looked like a clock- 
case, in order to allow the beautiful hair to hang down at full 
length, retaining, however, the original door and ancient latch 
and hasp. His next step was to fit the plate-glass front, and 
exhaust the air as well os was feasible from the interior of the 
case. Then he screwed on the outside door, and stood it back 
on its bracket in the oak-panelled sitting-room, where, as has 
been said, it looked for all the world like an eight-day clock- 
case. 

Just as he had finished the job, a visitor — it was Mr. do Talor 
-came m, and remarked that he had made a precious ugly 
dock. Jeremy, who disliked the JDe Talor, as he called him, 

■ {cesnively, said that he would not say so when he had seen the 
”'orks, and at the same time unhasped the oak door of the 
'binet, and turned the full glare of the dreadful crystal eyes 

to hiaface. The results were startling. For a moment Be 
Talor stared and gasped ; then all tho rich hues faded from his 
features, and he sank back in a sort of fit. J eremy shut up the 
door in a hurry, and Lib visitor soon recovered ; but for years 
nothing would induce him to enter that room again. 

As for Jeremy himself, at first ho was dreadfully afraid of 
44 the witch,” but as time wont on — for his job took him several 
days— be seemed to lose his awe of her, and even to find a fear- 
ful joy in her society. lie spent whole hours, as he sat in his 
workshop in the yard, tinkering at the air-tight case, in weaving 
histories in which this beautiful creature, whose head had been 
thus marvellously recovered, played the leading part. It was 
bo strange to look at her lovely scornful face, and think that, 
long ages since, men had loved it, and kissed it, and played with* 
the waving hair. 

There it was, this relic of the dead, pre^rved by the consum- 
mate skill of some old monk or chemist, sO that it retained all 
its ancient beauty long after the echoes o£ the tragedy, with 
which it must have been connected, had died out of the world. 
For, as ^.e wrought at his case, Jeremy grey certain that it was 
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the ghastly memento of some enormous crime ; indeed, by de- 
grees, as he tacked and hammered at the lead lining, he made 
up a history that was quite satisfactory to his mind, appealing 
on doubtful points to the witch herself, who was on the table 
near him, and ascertaining whether she meant “ yes ” or “ no ” 
by the simple process of observing whether or not her eyes 
trembled when ho spoke. It was slow work getting the story 
together in this fashion, but then the manufacture of the case 
was slow also, and it was not without its charm, for he felt it an 
honour to be taken into the confidence of so lovely a lady. 

But if the head had a fascination for Jeremy, it had a still 
greater charm for his grandfather. The old man would con- 
tinually slip out of the office and cross the yard to the little room* 
where Jeremy worked, in order to stare at this wonderful relic. 
Ono night, indeed, when the case was nearly finished, Jeremy 
remembered that he had not locked the door of his workshop. 
He was already half undressed, but slipping on his coat again, 
he went out by the back door and crossed tho yard, carrying the 
key with him. It was bright moonlight, and Jeremy, having 
slippers on, walked without noise. When he reached the work' 
shop, and was about to lock the door, he thought he heard a sound 
in the room. This startled him, and for a moment he meditated 
retreat, leaving the head to look after itself. Those eyes were 
interesting in the daytime, but he scarcely cared to face them 
alone at night. It was foolish, but they did look so very mdeh 
alive ! After a moment’s hesitation, during which the sound, 
whatever it was, again made itself audible, he determined to 
com promise matters by going round to the other side of the 
room aud looking in at the little window. With a beating heart 
lie stole round, and quietly peeped in. The moonlight was 
shining bright into the room, and struck full upon the lqng case 
he had manufactured. He had left it shut, and the head inside 
it. Now it was open ; ho could clearly see the white outlines 
of the trembling eyes. The sound, too— a muttering sound — 
was still going on. Jeremy drew back, and wiped the perspira- 
tion from his forehead, and for the second time thought of flight. 
But his curiosity overcame him, and ho looked again. This 
time he discovered tjf* cause of the muttering. Seated upon 
his carpenteriug-bench was his grandfather, old Atterleigh, who 
appeared to be stariSg with all his might at*the head, and talk- 
ing incoherently *o himself. ‘This was the noise he had heard 
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through tlio door. It was an uncanny sight, and made Jeremy 
feel cold down the back. While he was still contemplating it, 
and wondering what to do, old Attfcrleigh rose, closed the case, 
and left the room. Jeremy slipped round, locked up tho door, 
and made his way back to bed much astonished. He did not, 
however, say auything of what he had seen, only in futuro he 
was careful never to leave the door of his workshop open. 

At last the case was. finished, and, for an amateur, a very good 
job he made of it. When it was dono he placed it, -as already 
narrated, back on the bracket, and showed it to Mr. do Talor. 

Hut from the day when. Eva .Ceswicfc? nearly fell to the bot- 
tom of the cliff in the course of her antiquarian researches, 
things began to go wrong at D urn’s Ness. Everybody felt it 
except- Ernest, and he was thinking too much- of other things. 
Dorothy was very unhappy in those days, and began to look thin 
and miserable, though she sturdily alleged, when asked, that she 
never bacl been better in her life. Jeremy himself was also 
unhappy, and for a good reason. He had caught the fever that 
women like Eva Cos wick have it in their power to give to the 
sons of men, badly enough. His was a deep self-contained 
nature, very gentle and tender, not admitting • many things into 
its affections, but loving such as were admitted with all the heart 
and soul and strength. And it was in the deepest depths of this 
loyal nature that Eva Coswiek had printed her imago ; before he 
knew it, before he -had time to think, it was photographed there 
upon his heart, and he felt that there it must stay for good or 
evil ; that plate could. never boused again. 

She had been so kind to him ; her eyes had grown so bright 
and friendly when she saw him coming I He was sure that she 
liked him (which indeed she did), and once he had ventured to 
press her little hand, and he had thought that she returned tho 
pressure, and h<j.d not slept all night in consequence. 

But perhaps this was a mistake. And then, just as he was 
getting on so nicely, came Ernest* and scattered his hopes like 
mists before tho morning sun. From the moment that those 
two met, he knew that it was all up with his chance. And next, 
to make assurance doubly sure, Providenca-itself, in the shape 
of a shilling, had declared against him, ana he was left lament- 
ing, Well, it was all fair ; but still it wte very hard, and for 
the first time in his life he felt inclined to hungry with Ernest. 
Indeed, he was angry, and the fact made Map more unhappy 
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thflTi ever, because he knew that his anger was unjust, and be* 
cause his brotherly love condemned it. 

But for all that, the shadow between them grew darker. 

Mr. Cardus, too, had his troubles, connected, needless to say 
—for nothing else ever really troubled him— with his mono- 
mania of revenge. Mr. de Talor, of whose discomfiture he had 
at last made sure, had unexpectedly slipped out of his power, 
nor could lie at present see any way in which to draw him back 
again. Consequently he was distressed. As for Hard-riding 
Atterleigli, ever since he had found himself fixed by “the 
witch’s ” crystal eye, he had been madder than ever, and more 
perfectly convinced that Mr. Cardus was the devil in person. 
Indeed, ^Dorothy, who watched over the old man. the grand- 
father who never knew her, thought that she observed a marked 
change in him. He worked away at his Writing as usual, but, 
it appeared to her, with more vigour, as though it wei£ a thing 
to encounter and get rid of. Ho would cut the notches out of 
his stick calendar, too, more eagerly than heretofore, and alto- 
gether it seemed as though his life had become dominated by 
some new purpose. She called Mr. Cardus’s attention to this 
change ; but ho laughed, and said that it was nothing, and 
would probably pass with the moon. 

But if nobody else was happy, Ernest was— -that is, except 
when he was sunk in the depths of woe, which was, on an aver- 
age, about three days a week. On the occasion of the first of 
these seizures, Dorothy, noting his miserable aspect and entire 
want of appetite, felt much alarmed, and took au occasion after 
supper to ask him what was the matter. Before many minutes 
were over she had cause to regret it ; fdr Ernest burst forth 
with a history of his love and his wrongs that lasted for an hour. 
It appeared that another young gentleman, one of those who 
danced with the lovely Eva at the Smythes’ ball, had been 
making the most unmistakable advances ; he had called— three 
times: he had sent -flowers — twice (Ernest sent them every 
morning, beguiling Sampson into cutting the best orchid-blooms 
for that purpose) ; ho had been out walking — once. Dorothy 
listened quietly, till jte ceased of his own accord. Then she 
epoke. 

“ So you really love her, Ernest ?” 

“ Dove her ! I' —but we will not enter fhto a description of 
this young mr;*/> raptures. When he had done, Dorothy did 
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v, curious thing. She rose from her chair, and coming to where 
Ernest was sitting, bent over him, and kissed him on the fore- 
head, and as she did so he noticed vaguely that she had great 
black rings round her eyes. 

“ I hope that you will be happy, my dear brother. You will 
have a lovely wife, and I think that she is as good as she is 
beautiful.” She spoke quite quietly, bu^ somehow her voice 
sounded like a sob. He kissed her in acknowledgment, and 
she glided away. 

Ernest did not think much of tho incident, however. Indeed, 
in five minutes his thoughts were back with Eva, with whom 
he really was seriously and earnestly in love. In sober truth, 
the antics that he played were enough to make the angels weep 
to see a human being possessing the normal weight of brain# 
making such a donkey of himself. For instance, he would pro- 
menadg/or hours at night in tho neighbourhood of the Cottage. 
Once he ventured into the garden to enjoy the perfect bliss of 
staring at six panes of glass, got severely bitten by the house- 
dog for his pains, and was finally chased for a mile or more by 
both the dog and the policeman, who, having heard of tho mys- 
terious figure that was to be seen mooning (in every sense of 
the word) round the Cottage, had laid up to watch for him. 
Next day he had the satisfaction cf hearing from his adored ’s 
own lips the story of the attempted burglary, but as she told it 
.there was a smile playing about the comers of her mouth that 
almost seemed to indicate that she had her suspicions as to who 
the burglar was. And then Ernest walked so very lame, which, 
considering that the teeth of a brute called Towzcr had made 
a big hole in the calf, was not to be wondered at. 

After this he was obliged to give up his midnight sighing, 
but he took it out in other ways. Once indeed, without warn- 
ing, he flopped down on to the floor and kissed Eva's hand, and 
then, aghast at his own boldness, fled from the room. 

At first all this amused Eva greatly. She was pleased at her 
conquest, and took a malicious pleasure in leading Ernest on. 
When she knew that he was coming she would make herdelf 
look as lovely as possible, and put on all Hbr charming little ways 
and graces in order to more thoroughly enslave him. Somehow, 
whenever Ernest thought of her in after years as she was at 
that period of her life, his memory woulA call up a vision of 
her in a pretty little drawing-room at the (Joctage, leaning back 
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in a low chair in such a way as to contrive to show oft* her 
splendid figure to the best advantage, and also the tiny foot and 
slender ankle that peeped from beneath her soft white dress. 
There she sat, a little Skye-terrier called 44 Tails ” on her lap 
with which his rival had presented her but a fortnight before, 
and — yes — actually kissing the brute at intervals, her eyes shin- 
ing all the time with innocent coquetry. What would not Ernest 
have given to occupy for a single minute the position of that 
unappreciative Skye-terrier! It was agony to see so many 
kisses wasted on a dog, and Eva, seeing that he thought so, 
kissed the animal more vigorously than ever. 

At last he could stand it no longer. u Put that dog down !” 
he said peremptorily. 

She obeyed him, and then, remembering that he had no 
right to dictate to her what she should do, made an effort to 
pick it up again ; but 41 Tails,” who, be it added, was £«ot used 
to being kissed in private life, arid thought the whole operation 
rather a bore, promptly bolted. 

“ Why should I put the dog down ?” she asked, with a quick 
look of defiance. 

“ Because I hate to see you kissing it, it is so effeminate.” 

He spoke in a masterful way ; it was a touch of the curb, 
and there are few things a proud woman hates so much as the 
first touch of the curb. 

“ What right have you to dictate what I shall or shall not 
do ?” she asked, tapping her foot upon the floor. 

Ernest was very humble in those days, and he collapsed. 

14 None at all. Don’t be angry, Eva ” (it was the first time 
that he had called her so, till now she had always been Miss 
Oeswick), ‘‘but the fact wa3 I could not bear to see you kissing 
that dog ; I was jealous of the brute.” 

Whereupon she blushed furiously and changed the subject. 
But after a while Eva's coquettish ness- began to be less and less 
marked. When they met she no longer greeted him with a 
smilo of mischief, but with serious eyes that once or twice, he 
thought, bore traces of tears. At the same time she threw him 
into despair by her coldness. Did he venture a tender remark, 
she would pretend not to hear it — alas that the mounting blood 
should so obstinately proclaim that she didj Did he touch her 
hand, it was cold a/id unresponsive. She was quieter too, and 
her reserve frightened him. Once he tried to break it, and 
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began some passionate appeal, but she rose without answering 
and turned her faoe to the window. He followed her, and saw 
that her dark eyes were full of tears. Tiiis he felt was even 
more awful than her coldness, aud, fearing that he had offended 
her, he obeyed her whispered entreaty and went. Poor boy ! 
he was very young. Had he had a little more experience, he 
might perhaps have found means to brush away her tears and 
his own doubts. It is a melancholy thing that such opportuni- 
ties should, as a rule, present themselves before people are old 
enough to take advantage of them. 

The secret of all this change of conduct* was not far to seek. 
Eyft Jbftd played with edged tools till she cut her fingers to the 
bone. The dark-eyed boy, wfco danced so well and had such a 
handsome, happy face, had become very dear to her. She had 
begun by playing with him, and now, alas ! she loved him better 
than anybody in the world. That was the sting of the thing ; 
she had fallon in love with a boy as young as herself — a boy, 
too, who, so far as she was a ware, had no particular prospects in 
life. It was humiliating to her pride to think that she, who 
had already, in the few months that she had been “ out ” in 
London, before her cousins rose up and cast her forth, had the 
satisfaction of seeing one or two men of middle age and estab- 
lished position at her feet, and the further satisfaction of request- 
ing them to kneel there no more, should in the upshot have to 
► strike her colours to a boy of twenty-one, even though he did 
stand six feet high, and had more wits in his young head and 
more love in his young heart than all her middle-aged admirers 
put together. 

Perhaps, though she was a woman grown, she was not her- 
self quite old enough to appreciate the great advantage it is to 
any girl to stamp her image upon the heart of the man she loves 
while the wax is yet soft and undefaced by the half worn-out 
marks of many shallow dies ; perhaps Bhe did not know what a 
blessing it is to be able to really love a man at all, young, 
middle-aged, or old. Many women wait till they cannot love 
without shame to make that discovery. Perhaps she forgot 
that Ernest’s youth was a fault that frould mend day by day, 
and he had abilities, which, if she would consent to inspire 
them, might lead Jiim to great things. At any rate, two facts 
remained in hara^ind after much thinking^ she loved him with 
all her heart, £nd she was ashamed of it. # 
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But as yet she could not make up her mind to any fixed 
course. It would have been easy to crush poor Ernest, to tell 
him that his pretensions were ridiculous, to send him away, or 
to go away herself, and so to make an end of a position that 
she felt was getting absurd, and which we may be sure her elder 
sister Florence did nothing to make more pleasant# But she 
could not do it, that was the long and short of the matter. The 
idea of living without Ernest made her feel cold all over ; it 
seemed to her that the only hours that she really did live were 
the hours that they spent together, and that when he went away 
he took her heart with him. No, she could not make up her 
mind to that ; the thought was too cruel. Then there was the 
other alternative — to encourage him a little and become engaged 
to him, to brave everything for his sake. But as yet she could 
not make up her mind to that either. 

Eva Ceswick was very loving, very sweet, and very go;d, but 
she did not possess a determined mind. 


CHAPTER XII. 

DEEPER YET. 

While Ernest was wooiDg and Eva doubting, Time, whose 
interest in earthly affairs is that of the Sickle in the growing 
crop, went on his way as usual. ' f 

t The end of August came, as it has come so many thousand 
J times since this globe gave its first turn in space, as it will come 
! for many thousand times more, till at last, its appointed course 
j run out, the world darkens, quivers, and grows still; and, 

■ behold, Ernest was still wooing, Eva still doubting. 

One evening — it was a very beautiful evening— this pair 
were walking together on the sea- shore. Whether they met 
by appointment or by accident does not matter ; they did meet, 
and there they were, strolling along together, as fully charged 
with intense feeling as a thunder-cloud with electricity, and 
almost as quiet. The sform had not yet burst. 

To listen to the talk of these two, they might have met for 
the first time yesterday. It was chiefly about^the weather. 

Presently, in the^ >ourse of their wanderings, they came to a 
little sailing-boat drayn up upon the beach— not far up, how- 
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ever, just out of the reach of the waves. By this boat, in an 
attitude of intense contemplation, there stood an ancient mari- 
ner. His hands were in his pockets, his pipe was in his mouth, 
his eyes were fixed upon the deep. Apparently he did not 
notice their approach till they were within two yards of him. 
Then he turned, “ dashed ” himself, and asked the lady, with a 
puli of his grizzled forelock, if she would not take a sail. 

Ernest looked surprised. 

“ How’s the wind ?" he asked. 

“ Straight off shore, sir ; will turn with the turn of the tide, 
sir, and bring you back.” 

“ Will you come for a bit of a sail, Eva ?” 

“ 0 no, thank you. I must be getting home ; it is seven 
o’clock.” 

“ Ther j is no hurry for you to get home. Your aunt and 
Florence, have gone to tea with the Smythes.” 

“ Indeed, I cannot come ; I could not think of such a 
thing.” 

Her words were unequivocal, but the ancient mariner put a 
strange interpretation upon them. First he hauled up the little 
sail, and then, placing his brown hands against the stern of the 
boat, he rested his weight upon them, and caused her to travel 
far enough into the waves to float her bow. 

“ Now, miss.” 

* “lam not coming, ihdeed.” 

u Now, miss.” 

M I will not come, Ernest.” 

w Come,” said Ernest, quietly bolding out his hand to help 
her in. 

She took it and got in. Ernest and the mariner gave a strong 
shove, and as the light boat took the water the former leaped in, 
and at the same second a puff of wind caught the sail, and took 
them ten yards out or more. 

“ Why, the sailor is left behind !” said Eva. 

Ernest gave a twist to the tiller to get the boat’s head straight 
off shore, and then leisurely looked roung. The mariner was 
* standing as they had found him, his hands in his pockets, his 
pipe in his mouth, his eves flx ed iipoiLtheJdfiei]^ 

“ He doesn’t seem^to mind it,” ho said meditatively. 

“ Yes, but 1 do ; you must go back and felvh him.” 

Thus appealed to, Ernest went through £ome violent man- 
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oGuvrcB with the tiller, without producing any marked effect on 
the eonrsQ of the boat, which by this time had got out of the 
shelter of the cliff, and was bowling along merrily. 

“ Wait till we get clear of the draught from the cliff, and I 
will bring her round.” 

But when at last they were clear from the draught of the 
cliff, and he slowly got her head round, lo and behold, the mari- 
ner had vanished ! 

“ How unfortunate 1” said Ernest, getting her head towards 
the open sea again ; “ ho has probably gone to his tea.” 

Eva tried hard to get angry, but somehow she could not : she 
only succeeded in laughing. 

41 If I thought that you had done this on purpose, I would 
nover come out with you again.” 

Ernest looked horrified. “ On purpose !” he said ; and the 
subject dropped. ^ 

They were sitting side by side in the stern -sheets of the 
boat, and the sun was just dipping all red-hot into the ocean. 
Under the lee of the cliff there were cool shadows, before them 
was a path of glory that led to a golden gate. The air was very 
sweet, and for those two all the world was lovely ; there was no 
sorrow on the earth, there were no storms upon the sea. 

Eva took off her hat, and lot the sweet breeze play upon her 
brow. Then she leaned over the side, and, dipping her hand 
into the cool water, watched the little traok it made. 

“Eva.” 

“ Yes, Ernest.” 

“ Ho you know I am going away ?” 

The hand was withdrawn with a start. 

“ Going away ! when ?" 

“ The day after to-morrow, to Guernsey first, then to France.” 

“ And when are you coming back again ?” 

“ I think that depends upon you, Eva.” 

The hand went back into the water. They were a mile or 
more from the shore now. Ernest manipulated the sail and 
tiller so as to sail slowly parallel with the coast-line. Then he 
spoke again. 

“Eva.” 

No answer. . 

“ Eva, for G<j5’s sake look at me !” 

There was something in his voice that forced her to obey. 
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She took her hand out of the water and turned her eyes on to 
his face. It was pale, and the lips were quivering. 

“ I love you,” he said, in a low, choked voice. 

She grow angry. “ Why did you bring mo here ? I will go 
home. This is nonsense ; you are nothing but a boy !” 

There are moments in life when the human face is capable 
of conveying a more intense and vivid impression than any 
words, when it seems to speak to the very soul in a language of 
its own. And so it was with Ernest now : he made no answer 
to her reproaches, but, if that were possible, his features grew 
paler yet, and his eyes, shining like stars, fixed themselves upon 
her, and drew her to him. And what they said she and lie knew 
alone, nor could any words convey it, for the tongue in which* 
they talked is not spdken in this world. 

A moment still she wavered, fighting against the sweet mastery) 
of his wll with all her woman’s strength, aud then — O Heaven P 
it was done, and his arms were round about her, her head upon ' 
his breast, and her voice was lost in sobs and broken words of 
love. 

O, radiant- winged hour of more than mortal joy, the hearts 
where thou hast lit will know when their time comes that they 
have not boat quite in vain ! 

And so they sat, those two, quite silent, for there seemed to 
be no need for speech ; words could not convey half they had 
fe> say, and, indeed, to.tfill„tha honest trntli, their lips were, for 
the most part, otherwise employed. 

Meanwhile the sun went down, and the golden moon arose 
over the quiet sea, and turned their little ship to silver. Eva 
gently disengaged herself from his arms, and half -rose to look 
at it ; she had never thought it half so beautiful before. Ernest 
looked at it too. It is a way that lovers have. 

w Do you know the lines ?” he said ; “ I think I can say 
them : 

4 With a swifter motion, 

Out upon the ocean, 

Heaven above and round us, and ypu alone with me : 
Heaven around and o'er us, 

The Infinite before us, 

Floating on for ever, upon the flowing sea .' " 

“ Go on,” she said softly. 
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“ 1 What time is it, dear, now ? 

We are in the year now 

Of the New Creation, one million, two, or three ; 

But where are we now, love ? \ 

We are, as I trow, bve, 

In -the Heaven of Heavens, upon the Crystal Sea/” 

“ That is how I ho^e it may be with us, dear,” she said f 
taking his hand, as the last words passed his lips. 

“ Are you happy now ?” he asked her. 

“ Yes, Ernest, I am happy indeed. I do not think that I 
shall ever be so happy again ; certainly I never was so happy 
before. Do you know, dear, I wish to tell you Sp, that you may 
see how mean I have been ; I have fought so hard against my 
love for you.” 

He looked pained. “ Why ?” he asked. „ 

“I will tell you quite truly, Ernest — because you are so 
young. I was ashamed to fall in love with a boy, and yet you 
see, dear, you have been too strong for me.” 

“ Why, there is no difference in our ages !” 

“ Ah, Ernest, but I am a woman, and ever so much older 
than you. We age so much quicker, you know. I_feel_abput 
old enough to be your mother,” she said, with a pretty assump- 
tion of dignity. 

u And I feel quite old enough to be your lover,” he replied 
impertinently. 

“ So it seems. But, Ernest, if three months ago anybody 
had told me that I should be in love to-day with a boy of 
twenty-one, I would not have believed them. Dear, I have 
given you all my heart ; you will not betray it, will you ? You 
know very young men are apt to change their minds.” 

He flushed a little as he answered, feeling that it was tire- 
some to have the unlucky fact that he was only twenty-one sq 
persistently thrust before him. 

“ Then they are young men who have not had the honour of 
winning your affections. A man who has once loved you could 
never forget you. Indeed, it is more likely that you will forget 
me ; you will have plenty of temptation to do so.” 

She saw that she had vexed him. “ Dpn’t be angry, dear ; 
but you see the position is a very difficult one, and, if I could 
not be quite sure of^you, it would be intolerable.” 
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“ My darling, you may be as sure of me as woman can bo of 
man ; but don’t begin your doubts over again. They aro settled 
now. Let us be quite happy just this one evening. No doubt 
there are plenty coming when we shall not be able to.” 

And so they kissed each other and sailed on-homeward, 
alas 1 for it was getting late — and were perfectly happy. 

Presently they drew near the shore, and there, at the identi- 
cal spot where they had left liim, stood the ancient mariner. 
Ilis hands were in his pockets, his pipe was in his mouth, his 
eyes were fixed upon the deep. 

Ernest grounded the little boat skilfully enough, and, jumping 
over the bow, he and the mariner pulled it up. Then Eva got 
out, and as she did so she thought, in the moonlight, she noticed 
something resembling a twinkle in the latter’s ancient eye. She 
felt confused — there is nothing so confusing as a guilty conscience 
— and, to cover her confusion, plunged into conversation, while 
Ernest ^vas finding some money to pay for the boat. 

“ Do you often let boats ?” she asked. 

“ No, miss, only to Mr. Ernest in a general way ” (so that 
wicked Ernest had set a trap to catch her). 

“ O, then, I suppose you go out fishing ?” 

“ No, miss, only for rikkrntion, like.” 

“ Then what do you do ?” — she was getting curious on tho 
point. 

‘f Times I does nothing ; times I stands on the beach and 
aeea jbliings ; times I runs cheeses, miss.” 

“ Run cheeses !” 

<r Yes, miss, Dutch ones.” 

“He means that he brings cargoes of Dutch cheeses to Har* 
wich ” 

. “ O !” said Eva. 

Ernest paid the man, and they turned to go. She had not 
got many yards when she felt a heavy hand laid upon her 
shoulder. Turning round in astonishment, she perceived the 
mariner. 

“ I say, miss,” he said, in a hoarse whisper. 

“Well, what?” % 

“ Nivcr you eat the rind of a Dutch cheese / I says it aa 
* knows.” 

Eva did not forget his advice, i 
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CHAPTER XIII. 

MB. CARDU3 UNFOLDS HIS PLANS. 

“ Ebnest,” said Mr. Cardus on the morning following the 
events described in the previous chapter , u I want to Bpeak to 
you in my office— and you too, Jeremy.” 

They both followed him into his room, wondering what was 
up. He sat down and so did they, and then, as was his habit, 
letting his eyes stray over every part of their persons except their 
fac< s, he began : 

“ It is time that you two fallows took to doing something for 
yourselves. You must not learn to be idle men— not that most 
young men require much teaching in that way. What do you 
propose to do ?” • 

Jeremy and Ernest stared at one another rather blankly, but 
apparently Mr. Card us did not expect an answer ; at any rate he 
went on before either of them could frame one. • 

“ You don’t seem to know, never gave the matter any con- 
sideration probably ; quite content to obey the Biblo literally, 
and take no thought for the morrow. Well, it is lucky that you 
have somebody to think for you. Now I will tell what I pro- 
pose for yoh both. I want you, Ernest, to go to the bar. It ia 
a foolish profession for most young men to take to, but it will 
not be so in your case, because, as it happens, if you show your- 
r.elf capable, I shall by degrees be able to put a good deal of 
business in your hands— Chancery business, for I have little 
to do with any other. I daresay that you will wonder where the 
business is to come from. I don’t seem to do very much here, 
do I ? with a mad old hunting-man as a clerk, and Dorothy to copy 
my private letters ; but I do, for all that. I may as well tell you 
both in confidence that this place is only the head-centre of my 
business. I have another office in London, another at Ipswich, 
and another at Norwich, though they all carry on business under 
different names ; besides which I have -other agencies of a differ- 
ent nature. But all this is neither here nor there. I have com- 
municated with Aster, the rising Chancery man, and he will have 
a vacancy in his chambers next term. Let me see— term begins 
on November 2nd ; I propose, Ernest, to write to-day to outer 
you at Lincoln’s Inn. I shall make you an allowance of three 
hundred a year, which you must clearly understand you must 
not exceed. T think that is all I have to say about the matter. 11 
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“ I am sure I am very much obliged to you, uncle—" began 
Ernest fervently, for since the previous ovening he had clearly 
realised that it was necessary for him to make a beginning of 
doing something. 

But his uncle cut him short. 

“ All right, Ernest, we will understand all that. * Now, 
Jeremy, for you. I propose that you shall be articled to me, 
and if you work well and prove useful, it is my intention in 
time to admit you to a share of the business. In order that you 
may not feel entirely dependent, it is my further intention to 
make you an allowance also, on the amount of which I havo not 
yet settled.” 

Jeremy groaned in spirit at the thought of becoming a law- ' 
yer, even with a li share of the business,” but ho remembered 
his conversation with Dorothy, and thanked Mr. Cardus with 
the best grace that he could muster. 

“ All eight, then ; I will have the articles prepared at once, 
and you can take to your stool in the cilice next week. I think 
that is all I have to say.” 

Acting on this hint, the pair wore departing, Jeremy in the 
deepest state of depression, induced by the near prospect of 
that stool, when Mr. Cardus called Ernest back 

“ I want to speak to you about something else,” he said 
thoughtfully. “ Shut the door.” 

Ernest turned cold down his back, and wondered if his uncle 
could have heard anything about Eva. He had the full inten- 
tion of speaking to him about the matter, but it would be awk- 
ward to be boarded himself before he had made up his mind 
what to say. He shut the door, and then walking to the glass 
entrance to the orchid blooming- house, stood looking at, the 
flowers* and waiting for Mr. Cardus to begin. But he did uot 
begin ; he seemed to be lost in thought. 

* 4 Well, uncle,” he said at last. 

“ It is a delicate business, Ernest, but I may as well get it 
over. I am going to make a request of you, a request to which 
I bog you will give me no immediate answer, for from it.** 
^nature it will require the most anxious and Jarefnl consideration. 
I want you to listen, and say nothing. You can give mo your 
answer when you come back from abroad. At the same time, I 
must tell you that it is a matter that I trust you will not disap- 
point me in ; indeed, I do not think that you could be so cruel 
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as to do so. I must also tell you that if you do, you must pre* 
pare to be a great loser, financially speaking.” 

“I have not the faintest idea what you are driving at, uncle,” 
said Ernest, turning from the glass door to speak. 

“ I know you have not. I will tell you. Listen ; I wijl tell you 
a little story. Many years ago a great misfortune overtook me, 
a misfortune so great that it struck me as lightning sometimes 
does a tree — it left the bark sound, but turned the heart to 
ashes. Never mind what the details were, they were nothing 
out of the common ; such things sometimes happen to men and 
women. The blow was so severe that it almost turned my 
brain, so from that day I gave myself to revenge. It sounds 
melodramatic, but there was nothing of the sort about it. I 
had been cruelly wronged, and I determined that those who had 
wronged me should taste of their own medicine. With the 
exception of one man they have done so. lie has escaped me 
for a time, but he is doomed. To pass on. The wofiian who 
caused the trouble — for wherever there is trouble there is gener- 
ally a woman who causes it — had children. Those children 
are Dorothy and her brother. I adopted them. As time went 
on, I grew to love the girl for her likeness to her mother. The 
boy I never loved ; to this hour I cannot like him, though he is 
a gentleman, which his father never was. I can, however, hon- 
estly say that I have done my duty by him. I have told you 
all this in order that yon may understand the request which I 
am going to make. I trust to you never to speak of it, and if 
you can to forget it. And now for my request itself,” 

Ernest looked up wonderingly, 

“It is my most earnest desire that you should marry 
Dorothy.” 

His listener started violently, turned quite pale, and opened 
his lips to speak. Mr. Cardus lifted his hand and went on : 

“ Remember what I asked you. Pray say nothing ; only 
listen. Of course I cannot force you into this or any other 
marriage. I can only beg you to give heed to my wishes, know- 
ing that they will in^very way prove to your advantage. That 
girl has a heart of gckd ; and if you marry her you shall inherit 
nearly all my fortune, which is now very large. I have observed 
that you have lately been about a great deal with Eva Ceswick. 
She is a handsome woman, and very likely has taken some hold 
upon your fancy. I warn you that any entanglement in that 
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direction would be most disagreeable to me, and would to a 
great extent destroy your prospects, so far as I am concerned.” 

Again Ernest was about to speak, and again his uncle stopped 
him. 

“ I want no confidences, Ernest, and had much rather that 
no words passed between us that we might afterwards regret. 
And now I understand that you are going abroad with your 
friend Batty for a couple of months. When you return you 
shall give me your answer about Dorothy. In the mean while 
here is a cheque for your expenses ; what is over you can spend 
as you like. Perhaps you have some bills to pay.’* 

He gave him a folded cheque, and then went on : 

“ Now leave me, as I am busy.” 

Ernest walked out of the room in a perfect maze. 'In the 
yard he mechanically unfolded the cheque. It was for a large 
sum — twe hundred and fifty pounds. He put it in his pocket, 
and began to reflect upon his position, which was about as pain- 
ful as a position can well be. Truly he was on the horns of a 
dilemma ; probably before he was much older, one of them 
would have pierced him. For a moment he was about to return 
to his uncle and tell him all the truth, but on reflection he 
could not see what was to be gained by such a course. At any 
rate, it seemed to him that he must first consult Eva, whom he 
had arranged to meet on the beach at three o’clock ; there was 
nobody else whom he could consult, for he was shy of talking 
about Eva to J eremy or Dolly. 

The rest of that morning went very ill for Ernest, but three 
o'clock came at last, and found him at the try sting -place. 

About a mile on the farther side of Kesterwick, that is, 
two miles or so from Titheburgh Abbey, the cliff jutted out 
into the sea in a way that corresponded very curiously with the 
little promontory known as Dum’s Ness, the reason of its 
resistance to the action of the waves being that it was at this 
spot composed of an uperop of rock of a more durable nature 
than the sandstone and pebbles of the remainder of the line of 
$liff. JuBt at the point of this promontorylbe waves had worn 
a hollow in the rock that was locally dignified by the name of 
the cave. For two hours or more at high tide this hollow was 
under water, and it w^, therefore, impossible to pass the head- 
land except by boat ; but during the rest of the day it formed a 
convenient grotto or trysting- place, the mose so as anybody 

% V* • 
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sitting in it was quite invisible either from the beach, the cliiT 
above, or indeed, unless tho boat was quite close in shore, the 
sea in front. 

Here it was that Ernest had arranged to meet Eva, and on 
turning the rocky corner of the cave he found her sitting on a 
mass of fallen rock waiting for him. At the sight of her beau- 
tiful form ho forgot all his troubles, and when rising to greet 
him, blushing like the dawn, she lifted her pure faoe for him to 
kiss, there was not a happier lad in England. Then she mado 
room for him beside her — the rock was just wide enough for 
two — and he placed his arm round her waist, and for a minute 
or two she laid her head upon his shoulder, and they were very 
happy. 

“ You are early,” he said at last. 

“ Yes ; I wanted to get away from Florenae and have a good 
think. You have no idea how unpleasant she is ; sliCoSeems to 
know everything. For instance, she knew that we went out 
sailing together last evening, for this morning at breakfast sho 
raid in tho most cheerful way that she hoped that I enjoyed 
yuj moonlight sail last night.” 

“The deuce she did ! and what did you say ?” 

“ I said that I enjoyed it very much, and luckily my aunt 
did not. take any notice.” 

“ Why did you not say at onco that we were engaged ? Wo 
are engaged, you know.” <■ 

“ Yes— that is, I suppose so.” 

“ Suppose so l There is no supposition about it. At least, 
if we are not engaged, what are we ?” 

“Well, you see, Ernest, it sounds so absurd to say that one 
is engaged to a boy ! I love you, Emost, love you dearly, but 
* how can I say that I am engaged to you ?” 

Ernest rose in great wrath. “ I tell you what it is, Eva, If 
I am not good enough to acknowledge, I am, not good enough 
to have anything to do with. A boy, indeed ! I am one-and* 
twenty; that is fuU age. Confound it all, you are always talk- 
ing about my beinf so young, just as though I should not got 
old fast enough. Can’t you wait for me a year or two ?” he 
asked, with tears of mortification in his eyes. 

“ 0 Ernest, Ernest, do be reasonable* there’s a dear ; what is 
the good of getting angry and making me wretched ? Come 
and sit dawn heje, dear, and tell me, am 1 not worth a little 
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patience ? There is not the slightest possibility, so far as I can 
see, of our getting married at present ; so the question is, if it 
is of any use to trumpet out an engagement that will only make 
us the object of a great deal of gossip, and which, perhaps, your 
undo would not like ?” 

“ O, by Jovo !” he said, “that reminds me and-sittmgdov.u 
beside her again, ho told her the story of the interview with his 
uncle. She listened in silence. 

4 * This is all very bad,” she said, when he had finished. 

“ Yes, it is bad enough ; but wliat is to be done ?” 

“ There is nothing to be done at present.” 

“ Shall I make a clean breast of it to him ?” 

“ No, no, not now ; it will only mako matters worse. Wo 
must wait, dear. You must go abroad for a couple of months, 
as you had arranged, and then when you come back we must 
sec what can be arranged.” 

“ Put, my dearest, I cannot boar to leave you ; it makes my „ 
heart ache to think of it.” 

“Dear, T know that it is hard ; but it must be done. You 
could not stop here now very well without speaking about our 
— our engagement, and to do that would only be to bring your 
uncle's anger on you. No, you had better go away, Ernest, 
and meanwhile I will try to get into Mr. Cardus’s good graces, 
and, if I fail, then when you come back wo must agree upon 
some plan. Perhaps by that time you will take your undos 
view of the matter and want to marry Dorothy. She would 
make you a better wife than I shall, Ernest, my dear.” 

“Eva, how can you say such things! it is not kind of 
you !” 

“ O, why not ? It is true. 0 yes, I know that I am better- 
looking, and that is what you men always think of ; but she has 
more brains, more fixity of mind, and, perhaps, for all I know* 
more heart than I have, though, for the matter of that, I feel 
as if I was all heart just now. Really, Ernest, you had better 
transfer your allegiance. Give me up, ancj forget me, dear ; it 
will save you much trouble. I know Jhat there is trouble 
coming ; it is in the air. Better marry Dorothy, and leave me 
to fight my sorrow out alone. I will release yon, ErneBt and 
she began to cry at the bare idea. 

“ I shall wait to gflve you up until you have given me up,” 
said Ernest, when ho had found means to stop her tears ; “ and 
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as for forgetting you, I can never do that. Please, dear, don't 
talk so any more ; it pains me.” 

“ Very well, Ernest; then let us vow eternal fidelity instead ; 
but, my dear, I Jcnow that I shall bring you trouble.” 

“ It is the price that jaen have always paid for the sgailga.pf. 
women Jikeyou,” lie answered. “ Trouble may come — so be it, 
let it come ; at any rate, I have the consciousness of your love. 
When I have lost that, then, and then only, shall I think that 1 
have bought you too dear.” 

In the course of his after-life these words often came back 
to Ernest's mind. 


CHAPTER XIV. 

GOOD-BYE. 

There are some scenes, trivial enough very likely in them- 
selves, that yet retain a peculiar power or standing out in sharp 
relief, as we cast our mind s eye down tne long vista of our 
past. The group of events with which these particular scenes 
were connected may have long ago vanished from our mental 
sight, or faded into a dim and misty uniformity, and be as 
difficult to distinguish one from the other as the trees of a 
forest viewed from a height. But here and there an event, a 
sensation, or a face will stand out as perfectly clear as if it had 
been that moment expeiienced, felt, or seen. Perhaps it is 
only some scene of our childhood, such as a fish darting beneath 
a rustic bridge, and the ripple which its motion left upon the 
water. We have seen many larger fish dart in many fine rivers 
since then, and have forgotten them ; but somehow that one 
little fish has kept awake in the storehouse of our brain, where 
most things sleep, though none are really obliterated. 

It was in this clear and brilliant- fashion that every little 
detail of the scene was indelibly photographed on Ernest's 
mind when, on the rooming following their meeting in the cave, 
he said good-bye tof Eva before he Went abroad. It was a 
public good-bye, for, as it happened, there was no opportunity 
for the lovers to meet alone. They were all gathered in the 
little drawing-room at the Cottage : Miss # Ceswick seated on a 
straight-backed chair in the bow- window; Ernest on one side of 
the round table, lopking intensely uncomfortable; Eva on the 
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other, a scrap-book in her hand, which she studiously kept 
before her face; and in the background, leaning carelessly over 
the back of a chair in such a way that her own face could not 
be seen, though she could survey everybody else’s, was Florence. 
Ernest, from where he sat, could just make out the outline of 
her olive face, and the quick glance of her brown eyes. 

And bo they sat for a long time ; but what was said he could 
not remember, it was only the scene that imprinted itsolf upon 
his memory. 

And then at last the fatal moment came — he knew that it 
was time to go, and said good-bye to Miss Ceswick, who made 
some remark about his good fortune in going to France and 
Italy, and warned him to be careful not to lose his heart to a 
foreign girl. Then he crossed the room and shook hands with 
Florence, who smiled coolly in his face, and read him through 
with her piercing eyes ; and last of all came to Eva, who dropped 
her album and a pocket-handkerchief in her confusion as she 
rose to give him her hand. He stooped and picked them up— 
the album he placed on the table, the little lace-edged handker- 
chief he crumpled up in the palm of his left hand and kept ; it 
was almost the only souvenir he had of her. Then he took her 
hand, and for a moment looked into her face. It wore a smile, 
but beneath it the features were wan and troubled. It was so 
hard to go. 

“Well, Ernest ,’ " said Miss Ceswick, “you two are taking 
leave of each other as solemnly as though you were never going 
to meet again.” 

“ Perhaps they never will,” said Florence, in her clear voice ; 
and at that moment Ernest felt as though he hated her. 

“You should not croak, Florence ; it is unlucky,” said Mias 
Ceswick. 

Florence smiled. 

Then Ernest dropped the cold hand, and turning, left the 
room. Florence followed him, and, snatching a hat from the 
pegs, passed into the garden boforo liim^ When he was half- 
way down the garden- walk,* he found uer ostensibly picking 
some carnations. r 

“ I want to speak to you for a minute, Ernest,” she said ; 
“ turn this way with me and she led him past the bow- window, 
down a small shri&bery-walk about twenty paces long. “ I 
must offer you my congratulations,” she went on. “ I hope that 
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you two will be happy. Such a handsome pair ought to be 
happy, you know.” 

“ Why, Florence, who told you ?” 

“ Told me 1 nobody told me. I have seen it all along. Let 
me see, you first took a fancy to one another on the night of 
the Smythes’ dance, when she gave you a rose, and the next day 
you saved Her life quite in the romantic and orthodox way. 
Well, and then events took their natural course, till one evening 
you went out sailing together in a boat. Shall I go on ?” 

“ I don’t think it is necessary, Florence. I am sure I don’t 
know how you know all these things.” 

She had stopped, and was standing slowly picking a carnation 
to pieces leaf by leaf. 

“ Don’t you ?” she answered, with a laugh. “ Lovers are 
blind ; but it does uot follow that other people aro. I have 
been thinking, Ernest, that it is very fortunate that I found out 
my little mistake before you discovered yours. Supposing I 
really had cared for you, the position would have been awkward 
now, wohld it not ?” 

Ernest was forced to admit that it would. 

“ But luckily, you see, I do not I am only your true friend 
now, Ernest ; and it is as a friend that I wish to say a word to 
vou about Eva — a word of warning.” 

“Goon.” 

“ You love Eva, and Eva loves you, Ernest ; but remember 
this, she is weak as water. She always was so from a child ; 
those beautiful women often are ; Nature does not give them 
everything, you see.” 

“ Whab do you mean ?” 

“ What I say, nothing more. She is very weak; and you 
must not be surprised if she throws you over.” 

“Good heavens, Florence! why, she loves me with all her 
heart !” 

“ Yes ; but women often think of Other things besides their 
hearts. But there, I don’t want to frighten you, only I would 
not quite pin all my tfaith to Eva’s constancy, however dearly 
you may think she lovts you. Don’t look so distressed, Ernest ; 
I did not wish to pain you. And remember that if any difficulty 
should arise between Eva and you, you will always have me on 
your side. You will always think of me as your true friend,* 
won’t you, Ernest ?” and she held out her hand. 
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Qe took it. 

41 Indeed I will,” he said. 

They had turned now, and again reached the bow-window, 
one of the divisions of which stood open. Florence touched 
his arm, and pointed, into the room. He looked in through tho 
open window. Miss Ceswick had gone, but Eva was still at her 
old place by the table. Her head was down upon. the table, 
resting on the album he had picked up, and he could see from 
the motion of her shoulders that she was sobbing bitterly. Pre- 
sently she lifted her face — it was all stained with tears— only, 
however, to drop it again. Ernest made a motion as though ho 
would enter the house, but Florence stopped him. 

“ Best leave her alone,” she whispered ; and then, when they 
were well past the window, added aloud, u I am sorry that you 
saw her like that ; if you should never meet again, or be sepa- 
rated for a very long time, it will leavo a painful recollection 
in yom; mind. Well, good-bye. I hope that you will enjoy 
ydurself.” 

Ernest shook hands in silence — there was a lump in his 
throat that prevented him from speaking— and then went on 
his way, feeling utterly miserable. As for Florence, she put up 
her hand to shade her keen eyes from the sun, and watched him 
till he turned the corner with a look of intense love and longing, 
which slowly changed into one of bitter hate. When he was 
out of sight she turned, and, making her way to her bedroom, 
fliyig herself upon the bed, and, burying her face iu tho pillow 
to stifle the sound of her sobbing, gave way to an outburst of 
jealous rage that was almost awful iu its intensity. 

Ernest had only just time to get back to D urn’s Ness, and 
go through the form of eating some luncheon, before be was 
obliged to start to catch his train. Dorothy had packed his 
things, and made all those little preparations for hia journey 
that women think of ; so, after going to the office to bid good- 
bye to his uncle, who shook him heartily by the hand, and bade 
him not fprget the subject of their conversation, he had nothing 
to do but jump into the cart and start. Tn the sitting-room he 
found Dorothy waiting for him, with his coat and gloves, also 
Jeremy, who was going to drive to the station with him. He 
put On his coat in silence ; they were all quite silent ; indeed, 
he might have been going for a long sojourn in a deadly climate, 
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instead of a two months’ pleasure-tour, bo depressed was every* 
body. 

44 Good-bye, Doll dear,” he said, stooping to kiss her ; but 
she shrank away from him. In another minute he was gone. 

At the station a word or two about Eva passed between 
Jeremy and himself. 

44 Well, Ernest,” asked the former nervously, u have you pulled 
it off?” 

“With her?” 

44 Of course ; who else ?” 

44 Yes, I have. But, Jeremy — ” 

“Well!” 

44 I don’t want you to say anything about it to anybody at 
present.” 

44 Very good,” 

“ I say, old fellow,” Ernest went on, after a pause, 44 1 hope 
you don’t mind very much.” • 

44 If I said I did not mind, Ernest,” he answered, slowly 
turning his honest eyes full on to his friend’s face, 44 1 should be 
telling a lie. But I do say this : as I could not win her myself, 
I am glad that you have, because next to her I think I love you 
better than anybody in the world. You always had the luck, 
and I wish you joy. There’s the train.” 

Ernest wrung his hand. 

44 Thank you, old chap,” he said ; 44 you are a downright good 
fellow, and a good friend too. I know I have had the luck, but 
perhaps it is going to turn. Good-bye.” 

Ernest’s plans were to sleep in London, and to leave on the 
following morning, a Wednesday, for Guernsey. There ho was 
to meet his friend on Thursday, when they were to start upon 
their tour, first to Normandy, and thence wherever their fancy 
led them. 

This programme he carried out to the letter— -at least the first 
part of it. On his way from Liverpool Street Station to the 
rooms where he had always slept on the few occasions that he 
had been in London, his hansom passed down Fleet Street, and 
got blocked opposite No. 19. His eye caught the number, and 
he wondered what there was about it familiar to him. Then he 
. remembered that 19 Fleet Street was the address of Messrs. 
Goslings & Sharpe, the bankers on whom tys uncle had given 
him the cheque for 2501. Bethinking himself that he might as 
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well cash it, he stopped the cab and entered the bank. As he 
did so, the cashier was just leaving his desk, for it was past 
closing hour ; but he courteously tock Ernest's crossed cheque, 
and though it was for a large sum, cashed it without hesitation. 
Mr. Cardus’s name was evidently well known in the establish* 
ment. Ernest proceeded on his journey with a crisp little 
bundle of Bank of England notes in his breast-pocket, a cir- 
cumstance that, in certain events of which at that moment he 
little dreamed, proved of the utmost service to him. 

It will not be necessary for us to follow him in his journey 
to St. Peter’s Port, which very much resembled other people's 
journeys. He arrived there safely enough on Wednesday after*, 
noon, and proceeded to the best hotel, took a room, and inquired 
the hour of the table dhole. 

In the course of the voyage from Southampton, Ernest had 
fallen into conversation with a quiet, foreign-looking man, who 
spoke English with a curious little accent. This gentleman — 
for there was no doubt about his being a gentleman — was 
accompanied by a boy about nine years of age, remarkable for 
his singularly prepossessing face and manners, whom Ernest 
rightly judged to be his son. Mr. Alston — for such he dis- 
covered his companion’s name to be — was a middle-aged man, 
not possessed of any remarkable looks or advantages of person, 
nor in any way brilliant-minded. But nobody could know Mr. 
Alston for long without discovering that, his neutral tints not- 
withstanding, he was the possessor of an almost striking indi- 
viduality. From his open way of talking, Ernest guessed that 
he was a colonial ; for he had often noticed at college that colo- 
nials are much less reserved than Englishmen proper are bred 
up to be. He soon learned that Mr. Alston was a Natal colo- 
nist, now, for the first time, paying a visit to the old country. 
He had, until lately, held a high position in the Natal Govern- 
ment service ; * but having unexpectedly come into a moderate 
fortune through the death of an aged lady, a sister of his father 
in England, he had resigned his position \ in the service; and 
after his short visit “home,” as colonists always call the mother 
country, even when they have never seen it, intended to start 
on a big game-shooting expedition in the country, between 
Secocoeni’s country and Delagoa Bay. 

All this Ernest learned before the boat reached the harbour 
at St. Peter’s Port, and they, separated. He was, however, 
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pleased when, having seen his luggage put into his room, he 
went into the little courtyard of the hotel and found Mr. 
Alston standing there with his son, and looking rather puzzled. 

“ Hullo !” said Ernest, “ I am glad that you have come to 
this hotel. Do you want anything ?” 

“ Well, yes, I do. The fact of the matter is, I don’t under- 
stand a word of French, and I want to find my way to a place 
that my boy and I have come over here to see. If they talked 
Zulu or Sisutu, you see, I should be equal to the occasion ; but 
to me French is a barbarous tongue, and the people about here 
all seem to talk nothing else. Hero is the address.” 

“I can talk French,” said Ernest, “and, if you like, I will 
go with you. The table d'hote is not till seven, and it is not six 
jet.” 

“ It is very kind of you.” 

“Not at all. I have no doubt that you would show me the 
way about Zululand, if ever I wandered there.” ° 

“ Ay, that I would, with pleasure and they started. 

It was with considerable difficulty that Ernest discovered the 
place Mr. Alston was in search of. Finally, however, he found 
it. It was a quaint out-of-the-way little street, very narrow 
and crooked, an odd mixture of old privato houses and shops, 
most of which seemed to deal in soap and candles. At last they 
&amo to No. 3G, a gray old house standing in its own grounds. 
*Ir. Alston scanned it eagerly. 

“ That is tli© place,” he said ; “ she often told me of the 
coat-of-arms over the doorway — a mullet impaled with three 
squirrels ; there they are. I wonder if it is still a school?” 

It turned out that it was still a school, and in due course 
they were admitted, and allowed to wander round the ancient 
walled garden, with every nook of which Mr. Alston seemed to 
be perfectly acquainted. 

“ There is the tree under which she used to sit,” he said 
sadly to his boy, pointing out an old yew-tree, under which there 
stood a rotting bench. 

“ Who ?” asked Finest, much interested. 

“My dead wife, that boy’s mother ; she was educated here,” 
he said, with a sigh. “ There, I have seen it. Let us go,” 
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CHAPTER XY. 

ERNEST GETS INTO TROUBLE. 

When Mr. Alston and Ernest reached the hotel, there was 
si. ill a quarter of an hour to elapse before the tabled' hole, so, 
after washing his hands and putting on a black coat, Ernest 
went down into the coffee-room. There was only one other 
person in it, a tall fair Frenchwoman, apparently about thirty 
years of age. She was standing by the empty fireplace, her arm 
upon the mantelpiece, and a lace pocket-handkerchief in her 
hand ; and Ernest’s first impression of her was that she was 
handsome and much overdressed. There was a newspaper upon 
the mantelpiece, which he desired to get possession of. As ho 
advanced for this purpose, the lady dropped her handkerchief. 
Stooping down, he picked it out of the grate and handed it to 
her. 

“Millo remerciments, monsieur,” she said, with a little 
curtsy. 

“ Du tout, madame ?” 

“ Ah, monsieur parle fran^ais V” 

“ Mais oui, madame.” 

And then they diifted into a conversation, in the course of 
which Ernest learned that madame thought St. Peter’s Port 
very dull ; that she had been there three days with lior friends, 
and was nearly dead de trisUsse ; that she w as going, however, 
to the public dance at the “ Hall ” that night. “ Of course 
monsieur would be there and many other things, for madame 
had a considerable command of language. 

Iii tho middle of all this the door opened, and another lady 
of much the same cut as madame entered, followed by two 
young men. The first of these had a face of the commonplace 
English type, rather a good-humoured face ; but when he saw 
the second, Ernest started, it was so like his own, as his would 
become if he were to spend half a dozen years in drinking, dic- 
ing, late hours, and their concomitants. The man to whom this 
face belonged was evidently a gentleman, but he looked an ill- 
tempered one, and very puny and out of health ; at least so 
thought Ernest. • 

“It is time for dinner, Camille,” said the gentleman to 
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madame, at the same time favouring Ernest with a most com- 
prehensive scowl. 

Madame appeared not to understand, and made some remark 
to Ernest. 

“It is time for dinner, Camille/’ said the gentleman again, 
in a savage voice. This time she lifted her head and looked at 
him. 

“ Din-nare } dinnare / quest-que c’est que din-nare?\ 

“ Table d'hote? said the gentleman. 

“ O, pardon and, with a little bow and most fascinating 
smile to Ernest, she took the gentleman’s extended arm and 
sailed away. 

“Why did you pretend not to understand me?” Ernest 
heard him ask, and saw her shrug her Bhoulders in reply. The 
other gentleman followed with his companion, and after him 
came Ernest. When he reached the salle-a-manger found 
that the only chair vacant at the table was one next to his 
friend of the salon . Indeed, had he thought of it, it might have 
struck him that madame had contrived to keep that chair vacant, 
for on his approach she gathered together the folds of her silk 
dress, which had almost hidden it, and welcomed him with a 
little nod. 

Ernest took the chair, and forthwith madame entered into a 
most lively conversation with him, a course of proceeding that 
appeared to be extremely distasteful to the gentleman on her 
right, who pished and pshawed and pushed away his plate m a 
manner that soon became quite noticeable. But madame talked 
serenely on, quite careless of his antics, till at last he whispered 
something to her that caused the blood to mount to her fair 
cheek. 

“Mais tais-toi, done/’ Ernest heard her answer, and next 
moment — the subsequent history of our hero demands that the 
truth should be told*— it was his turn to colour, for, alas ! there 
was no doubt about it, he distinctly felt madame’s little foot 
pressed upon his own. He took up his wine and drank a little 
to hide his confusion ; but whether he had or hod not the moral 
courage to withdraw from the situation, by placing his toes 
under the more chilly but safe guardianship of the chair-legs, 
history saith not ; let us hope and presume that he had. But if 
this was so or no, he did not get on very well with his dinner, 
tor the situation was novel and not conducive to appetite. Pre- 
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gently Mr. Alston, who was sitting opposite, addressed him 
across the table. 

“Are you going to the dance here to-night, Mr. Ker- 
shaw ?” 

To, Ernest’s surprise, the gentleman on the other side of 
madame answered, with an astonished look, 

“ Yes, I am going.” 

“ I beg your pardon,” said Mr. Alston, 44 I was speaking to 
the gentleman on your left.” 

44 O, indeed I I thought you said Kershaw.” 

41 Yes, I did ; the gentleman’s name irf Kershaw, I think.” 

14 Yes,” put in Ernest, 44 my name is Kershaw.” 

44 That is odd,” said the other gentleman, “ so is mine. I did 
not know that there were any other Kershaws.” 

44 Nor did I,” answered Ernest, 44 except Sir Hugh Kershaw 
and his face darkened as he pronounced the name. 

44 1 am Sir Hugh Kershaw’s son ; my name is Hugh Ker- 
shaw,” was the reply. 

44 Indeed ! Then we are cousins, I suppose ; for I am his 
nephew, the son of his brother Ernest.” 

Hugh Kershaw the elder did not receive this intelligence 
with even the moderate amount of enthusiasm that might have 
been expected ; he simply lifted his scanty eyebrows, and said, 
14 O, I remember, my uncle left a son then he turned and 
made some remark to the gentleman who sat next him that 
made the latter laugh. 

Ernest felt the blood rise to his cheeks ; there was something 
very insolent about his cousin’s tone. 

Shortly afterwards the dinner came to an end, and madame, 
with another fascinating smile, retired. As for Ernest, ho 
smoked a pipe with Mr. Alston, and about nine o’clock strolled 
•over with him to the HalJ, or Assembly Rooms, a building 
largely composed of glass, where thrice a week, during the sea- 
son, the visitors at St. Peter’s Port adjourned* to dance, flirt, 
and make merry. 

One of the first sights that caught his eye was a fair creature 
in evening- dress, and with conspicuously white shoulders* in 
whom he recognised madame. She was sitting near the door, 
and appeared to be "watching it. Ernest bowed to her, and was 
about to pass on ; but, pursuing her former tactics, she dropped 
the bouquet she was carrying. He stooped, picked it up, re- 
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turned it, and again made as though he would pass on, when 
she addressed him, just as the band struck up. 

“Ah, que e’eat belle, la musique ! Monsieur valse, n’est-co 
pas ?” 

In another minute they were floating down the room to- 
gether. As they passed along, Ernest saw his cousin standing 
in the corner looking at him with no amiable air. Madame saw 
his glance. 

“ Ah,” she said, “ Monsieur Hugh ne valse pas, il ee grise ; 
il a l’air jaloux, ncst-ce pas ?” 

Ernest danced thrSo times with this fair enslaver, and with 
their last waltz the ball came to an end. Just then his cousin 
came up, and they all, including Mr. Alston, walked together 
along the steep streets, which were now quite deserted, to the 
door of the hotel. Here Ernest said good -night to madam© 
who extended her hand, no took it, and as lie did so he felt a 
note slipped into it, which, not being accustomed to such tran- 
sactions, he clumsily dropped. It was the ball programme, and 
thero was something written across it in pencil. Unfortunately, 
he was not the only one who saw this ; his cousin Hugh, who 
had evidently been drinking, saw it too, and tried to pick up 
the programme, but Ernest was too quick for him. 

“ Give mo that,” said his cousin hoarsely. 

Ernest answered by putting it into his pockety 

“ What is written on that progamme ?” * 

“ I don’t know.” 

“ What have you written on that programme, Camille V* 

“ Mon Dieu, mais vous m’ennuyez I” was the answer. 

“ I insist upon your giving me that !” with an oath. 

“Monsieur est ‘ gentleman Monsieur ne la rendra pas,” 
said madame, with a meaning glance ; and then turning, she 
entered the hotel. 

“Iam not going to give it to you,” said Ernest. 

“ You shall ^ive it to mo.” 

44 Is this lady yorfr wife ?” asked Ernest. 

“ That is my affair ; give me that note.” 

41 1 shall not give it to you,” said Ernest, whose temper 
was rapidly rising. “ I don’t know what is on it, and I don’t 
wish to know; but whatever it is, the lady gave it to me, and 
not to you. She is not your wife, and you have no right to ask 
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His cousin Hugh turned livid with fury. At the best of 
times he was an evil-tempered man ; and now, inflamed as he 
was by drink and jealousy, he lookod a perfect fiend. 

“D you I” ho hissed, ‘‘you halt-bred cur; I suppose 

that you get your manners from your of a mother !" 

Ho did not get any further ; for .at this point Ernest knocked 
him into the gutter, and then stood over him, very quiet and 
pule, and told him that if ever he dared to let a disrespectful 
word about his mother pass his lips again, he (Ernest) would 
lialf-kill him (Hugh). Then he let him got up. 

Hugh Kershaw rose, and turning, Whispered something to, 
his friend, who had sat next him at dinner, a man about thirty 
years of ago, and with a military air about him. Hia frieud 
listened, and pulled his large moustache thoughtfully. Then 
ho addressed Ernest with the utmost politeness : 

“ 1 am Captain Justice, of the Hussars. Of course, Mr. 

Kershaw, you are aware that you cannot indulge yourself in 
fhe luxury of kuocking people down without hearing more 
about it. Have you any friend with you ?” 

Eruest shook his head as he answered : “ This," indicating 
Mr. Alston, who had been an attentive observer of everything 
that had passed, “is the only gentleman I know in the town, 
and I cannot ask him to mix himself up in my quarrels." Ernest 
was beginning to understand that this quarrel was a very serious 
business. 

“ All right, my lad," said Mr. Alston quietly, “ I will stand 
by you.” 

“ Really, I have no right—" began Ernest. 

“Nonsense! It is one of our colonial customs to stick by 
one another." 

“Mr. Justice-—" 

“ Captain Justice,” put in that gentleman, with a bow. 

“ Captain Justice, my name is Alston. I am very much at 
your service." • 

Captain Justice turned to Hugh K&rshaw, whose clothes 
were dripping from the water in the gutter, and after whisper- 
iug with him for a moment, said aloud, “ If I were you, Ker- 
shaw, I should go and change those clothes, you will catch 
cold " And then, addressing Mr, Alston, “ I think the smoking- 
room is empty. Shall we go and have a chat V" 

Mr. Alston assented, and they went in together. Ernest 
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followed ; but having lit his pipe, sat down in a far corner of 
the room. Presently Mr. Alston called him. 

“ Look here, Kershaw, this is a serious business, and as you 
are principally concerned, I think that you had better give your 
own answer. To be brief, your cousin, Mr. Hugh Kershaw, 
demands th&t you should apologise in writing for having struck 
him.” 

“ I am willing to do that if he will apologise for the terms 
he used in connection with my mother.” 

“ Ah 1” said the gallant Captain, “ the young gentleman is 
coming to reason.” 

“ He also demands that you should hand over the note you 
received from the lady.” 

“ That I certainly shall not do,” he answered ; and drawing 
the card from his pocket, he tore it into fragments, unread. 

Captain Justice bowed and left the room. In a few minutes 
he returned, and, addressing Mr. Alston and Ernest, said, 

“ Mr. Kershaw is not satisfied with what you offer to do. 
He declines to apologise for any ex’' ^ssion that he may have 
UBed with reference to your mother, and he now wishes you to 
choose between signing an apology, which I shall dictate, a' 
meeting him to-morrow morning. You must remember tha* 
we are in Guernsey, where you cannot insult a man on the 
payment of forty shillings.”® 

Ernest felt the blood run to his heart. He understood now 
what Captain Justice meant. He answered simply : 

11 1 shall be very happy to meet my cousin in whatever place 
and way you and Mr. Alston may agree upon ;” and then he 
returned to his chair, and gave himself up to the / Wment * 
his pipe and an entirely new set of sensations. * y 

Captain Justice gazed after him pityingly. u I am sorry to> 
him,” he said to Mr. Alston. “ Kershaw is, I believe, a good 
shot with pistols. I suppose you will* choose pistols. It would 

° Of course, the view here expressed by Captain Justice is 
an entirely incorrect one. Although Guernsey has a political 
constitution of its own, many of its laws being based upon the 
old Norman-French customs, and judicial proceedings being 
carried on in French, &c., it is quite as criminal an act to fight a 
duel there as in England, os Captain Justicahimself afterwards 

found out to his cost. 

« * » 
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be difficult to get swords in such a hurry. He is a fine young 
fellow. Took it coolly, by George ! Well, I don’t think that 
he will trouble the world much longer.” 

M This is a silly business, and likely to land us all in a nasty 
mess. Is there no way out of it ?” 

“ None that I know of, unless your young friend will eat 
dirt. He is a nasty-tempered fellow, Kershaw, and wild about 
that woman, over whom he has spent thousands. Nor is ho 
likely to forgive being rolled in the gutter. You had better 
get your man to give in, for if you don’t, Kershaw will kill 
him” 

“It is no good talking of it. I have lived a rough life, and 
know what men are made of. He is not of that sort. Besides, 
your man is in the wrong, not that boy. If anybody spoke of 
my mother like that, I would shoot him.” 

“ Very good, Mr. Alston. And now about the pistols ; I 
have none.” 

“I have a pair of Smith & Wesson revolvers that I bought 
yesterday to take out to Africa with me. . They throw a very 
heavy bullet, Captain Justice.” 

41 Too heavy. If one of them is hit anywhere in the body — ■>” 
He did not finish the sentence. 

Mr. Alston nodded. “We must put them twenty paces 
apart, to give them a chance of missing. And now about the 
place and the time ?” 

* “I know a place on the beach, about a mile and a half 
from here, that will do Very well. You go down that street till 
you strike the beach, then turn to your right, and follow the 
line of the sea till you come to a deserted hut or cottage. There 
we will meet you.” 

“ At what time ?” 

“ Let me see ; shall we say a quarter to five ? It will be 
light enough for us then.” 

“ Yery good. The Weymouth boat leaver at half -past six. 
I am going to see about getting my things ready to go to meet it* 
I should advise you to do the same, Captain Justice. We had 
better not return here after it is over.” 

. “ No.” 

And then they parted. 

Luckily the manager of the hotel had not gone to bed ; so 
the various parties concerned were able to pay their bills, and 
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make arrangements about their luggage being sent to meet the 
early boat, without exciting tho slightest suspicion. Ernest 
wrote a note, and left it to bo given to liis friend when he 
should arrive on the morrow, in which he stated mysteriously 
that business had called him away. He could not help smiling 
to himself sadly when he thought that his business might be 
of a sort that it would take all eternity to settle. 

Then he went to his room and wrote two letters, one to Eva 
and one to 'Dorothy. Mr. Alston was to post them if anything 
happened to him. The first was of a passionate nature, and 
breathed hopes of reunion in another place — ah, how fondly 
tho poor human hear t clings to that idea ! — the second collocted 
and sensible enough. The letters finished, he, following Mr. 
Alston’s advice, undressed and took a bath ; then he said his 
prayers — tho prayers his mother had taught him — put on a 
quiet dark suit of clothes, and went and sat by tl^e open 
window. The night was very still and fragrant with the sweet 
strong breath of the sea. Not a sound came from the quaint 
old town beneath— all was at peace. Ernest, sitting there, won- 
dered whether he would live to see another night, and if not, 
what the nights were like in the land whither he was jour- 
neying. And as ho thought of it tho gray damps that hide 
that unrisen world from our gaze struck into his soul and 
mado him feel afraid. Not afraid of death, but afraid of the 
empty loneliness beyond it — of the cold air of an infinite space 
in which nothing human can live. Would his mother meet 
him there, he wondered, or would she put him from her, coming 
with blood upon his hands ? And then he thought of Eva, and 
in bis solitude a tear gathered in his dark eyes. It seemed so 
hard to go to that other place without her. 


CHAPTER XVI. 
madame’s work. 

Presently the eastern sky began to be barred with rays of 
light, and Ernest knew that 1 the dawn was near. 

Rising with a sigh, he made his. last preparations, inwardly 
determining that if he was to die, he would die in a way befit* 
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ting an English gentleman. There should be no sign of his 
fears on his face when he looked at his adversary's pistol. 

Presently there came a soft knock at the door, and Mr. 
Alston entered with his shoes off. In his hand he held a case 
containing the two Smith & Wessons. 

“ We must be off presently,” he said. u I just heard Captain 
Justice go down. Look here, Kershaw, do you understand 
anything about these ?” and he tapped the Smith & Wessons. 

“ Yes ; I have often practised with a pair of old duelling- 
pistols at home. I used to be a very fair shot with them.” 

“ That is lucky. Now take one of these revolvers ; I want 
to give you a lesson, and accustom you to handle it.” 

“ No, I will not. It would not bo fair on the other man. 
If I did, and killed him, I should feel like a murderer.” 

“ As you like ; but I am going to tell you something, and 
give ygu a bit of advice. These revolvers are hair- triggered ; 
I had the scears filed. When the word is given, bring the barrel 
of your pistol down till you get the sight well on to your anta- 
gonist somewhere about his chest, then press the trigger, do not 
pull it ; remember that. If you do as I tell you, he will never 
hear the report. Above all, do not lose your nerve ; and don’t 
be sentimental and fire in the air, or any such nonsense, for that 
is a most futile proceeding morally, and in every other way. 
Mark my words, if you do not kill him, he will kill you. He 
•intends to kill you, and you are in the right. Now we must be 
going. Your luggage is in the hall, is it not ?” 

“ All except this bag.” 

“Very good ; bring it down with you. My boy will bring 
it to the boat with my own. If you are not hit, you will do 
well to get out of this as soon as possible. I mean to make for 
Southampton as straight as J ; can. There is a vessel sailing for 
South Africa on Friday morning ; I shall embark in her. We 
will settle what you are to do afterwards.” 

“ Yes,” said Ernest, with a smile, “ there is n<\need to talk of 
that at present.” • 

Five minutes afterwards they met in the hall, and slipped 
quietly out through the door that always stood open all night 
for the accommodation of visitors addicted to late hours. Fol- 
lowing the street th^t Captain Justice had pointed out, they 
descended to the beach, and, turning to the right, walked along 
it leisurely. The early morning air was very sweet, and alS 
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nature smiled dimly upon them, as they went, for the sun was 
not yet up ; but at that moment Ernest did not think muoh of 
the beauty of the morning. It all seemed like a frightful dream. 
At last they came to the deserted hut, looming large in the gray 
mist. By it stood two figures. 

“ They are there already,” said Mr. Alston. 

As they approached the two figures lifted their hats, a com- 
pliment which they returned. Then Mr. Alston went to Captain 
Justice and fell into conversation with him, and together they 
paced off a certain distance on the sand, marking its limits with 
their walking-sticks. Ernest noticed that it was about the length 
of a short cricket-pitch. 

“ Shall we place them ?” he heard Captain Justice say. 

“Not just yet,” was the reply; “there is barely light 
enough.” 

“Now, gentlemen,” said Mr. Alston presently, “I have pre- 
pared in duplicate a paper setting forth as fairly as I can the 
circumstances under which this unhappy affair has come about. 
I propose to read it to you, and to ask you all to sign it, as a 
protection to — to us all. I have brought a pen and a pocket 
ink-pot with me for that purpose.” 

Nobody objected, so he read the paper. It was short, con- 
cise, and just, and they all signed it as it stood. Ernest's hand 
shook a good deal as he did so. 

“Come, that won’t do,” said Mr. Alston encouragingly, as 
he pocketed one copy of the document after handing the other 
to Captain Justice. “ Shake yourself together, man !” 

But for all his brave words he looked the more nervous of 
the two. 

“ I wish to say,” began Ernest, addressing himself to all the 
other three, “ that this quarrel is none of my seeking. I could 
not in honour give up the note the lady wrote to me. But I 
feel that this is a dreadful business.; and if you,” addressing his 
cousin, “are^ready to apologise for what you said about nay 
mother, I am ready to do the same for attacking you.” 

Mr. Hugh Kershaw smiled bitterly, and, turning, said some- 
thing to his second. Ernest caught the words “ white feather.” 

“ Mr. Hugh Kershaw refuses to offer any apology*; he expects 
one,” was Captain Justice’s ready answer. 

“ Then if any blood is shed, on his Tiead be it I” said Mr. 
, Alston solemnly. “ Come, let us get it over.” 
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Each took his man and placed him by one of the sticks, and 
then handed him a revolver. 

“ Stand sideways, and remember what I told you,” whispered 
Mr. Alston. 

“Are you ready, gentlemen?” asked Captain Justice pre- 
sently. 

There was no answer ; but Ernest felt his heart stand still, 
and a mist gathered before his eyes. At that moment he heard 
a lark rise into the air near him and begin to sing. Unless he 
could get his sight back he felt that he was lost. 

“ One /” The mist cleared away from his eyes ; he saw his 
adversary’s pistol-barrel pointing steadily at him. 

“T«?o/” A ray broke from the rising sun, and caught a 
crystal pin Hugh Kershaw incautiously wore. Instinctively 
Ernest remembered Mr. Alston’s advice, and lowered the sight 
of his lopg barrel till it was dead on the crystal pin. Curiously 
enough, it reminded him at the moment of the eyes in the 
witch’s head at Dum’s Ness. His vital forces rose to the emer- 
gency, and his arm grew as steady as a rock. Then came a 
pause that seemed hours long. 

“ Three V' There was a double report, and Ernest became 
aware of a commotion in his hair. Hugh Kershaw flung up his 
arms wildly, sprang a few inches off the ground, and fell back- 
wards. Great God, it was over ! 

Ernest staggered a moment from the reaction, and then ran 
with the others towards his cousin — nay, towards what had been 
his cousin. He was lying on his back upon the sand, his wide- 
opened eyes staring up at the blue sky, as though to trace the 
flight of the spirit, his arms extended. The heavy revolver-ball 
had struck near the crystal pin, and then passed upwards through 
the throat and out at the base of the head, shattering the spinal 
column. 

“He is dead,” said Captain Justice solemnly. 
r Ernest wrung his hands. 

“I have killed him,” he said— “I hafa. killed my own 
cousin l” 

“Young man,” said Mr. Alston, “ do not stand there wring- 
ing your hands, but thank Providence for your own escape. 
He was very near killing you, let me tell you. Is your head 
cut ?” # 

Instinctively Ernest took off his hat, and as he did so some 
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fragments of his curly hair fell to the ground. There was a 
neat hole through tho felt, and a neat groove along his thick 
hair. His cousin had meant to kill him ; and he was a good 
shot — so good that he thought that he could put a ball through 
Ernest’s head. But he forgot that a heavy American revolver, 
with forty grains of powder behind the ball, is apt to throw a 
trifle high. 

And then they all stood silent and looked at the body ; and 
the lark that had been frightened by the noise began to sing 
again. 

“This will not do,” said Mr. Alston presently. “We had 
better move the body in there,” and he pointed to the deserted 
hut “ Captain Justice, what do you intend to do ?” 

“Give myself up to the authorities, I suppose,” was the 
gallant Captain’s scared answer. 

“ Very well. I don’t advise you to do that, but if you are 
determined to, there is no need for you to be in a hurry about 
it. You must give us time to get clear first.” 

They lifted the corpse, reverently bore it into the deserted 
but, and laid it on the floor. Ernest remained standing* look- 
ing at the red stain where it had been. Presently they came 
out again, and Mr. Alston kicked some sand over the stain and 
hid it. 

“ Now,” ho said, “ we had better make an addition to those 
documents, to say how thus came about.” 

They all went back to the but, and the addition was made, 
standing there by the body. When it came to Ernest’s turn to 
sign, he almost wished that his signature was the one missing 
from the foot of that ghastly postscriptum. Mr. Alston guessed 
his thoughts. 

“ The fortune of war,” he said coolly. 

“Now, Captain Justice, we are going to catch the early 
boat, and w^ hope that you will not give yourself up before 
midday, if > ou* can help it. The inquiry into the affair will 
not then be held before to-morrow ; and by eleven to-morrow 
morning I hope to have seen the last of England for some years 
to come.” 

The Captain was a good fellow at bottom, and had no wish 
to see others dragged into trouble. 

I shall certainly give myself up,” he saief j “but I don’t see any 
reason to hurry about it. I don’t think that they can do much 
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to me here. Poor Hugh ! he can well afford to wait,” he added, 
with a sigh, glancing down at the figure that lay so still, with a 
coat thrown over the face. “ I suppose that they will lock me 
up for six months — pleasant prospect !° But I say, Mr. Ker- 
shaw, you had better keep clear ; it will be more awkward for 
you. You see, he was your cousin, and by his death you become, 
unless I am mistaken, next heir to the title.” 

“Yes, I suppose so,” said Ernest yaguely. 

“Come, we must be off,” said Mr. Alston, “or we shall be 
late for the boat ;” and, bowing to Captain Justice, he left the 
hut. 

Ernest followed his example, and, when he had gone a few. 
yards, glanced round at the hateful spot. There stood Captain 
Justice in the doorway of the hut, looking much depressod, and 
there J a few yards to the left, was the impress in the sand, that 
marked where his cousin had fallen. He never saw either the 
man or the place again. 

“ Kershaw,” said Mr. Alston, “ what do you propose doing ?” 

“ I don’t know.” 

“ But you must think ; remember you are iu an awkward 
fix. You know by English law duelling is murder ; and now I 
come to think of it, I expect that this place is subject to the 
English law in criminal matters, or at least that the law is 
identical.” 

“ I think I had better give myself up, like Captaih J ustice.” 

^Nonsense. You must hide away somewhere for a year or 
two till the row blows over.” 

H Where am I to hide ?” 

“ Have you any money, or can you get any ?” 

“ Yes, I have nearly two hundred and fifty pounds on me 
now.” 

“ My word, that is fortunate ! Well, now, what I have to 
suggest is, that you should assume a false name, and sail for 
South Africa with me. I am going up-country on a shooting 
expedition, outside British territory, so there will do little fear 
of your being caught and extradited. Then, in a year or so, 

0 Captain Justice found 'himself sadly mistaken. Instead 
of the six months he expected, he was arraigned for murder, 
and finally sentenced <b a term of penal servitude. He received 
a pardon, however, after serving about a year of bis time. 
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when the affair is forgotten, you can come back to England. 
What do you say to that ?” 5 

“ I suppose I may as well go there as anywhere else. I shall 
be a marked man all my life, anyhow. What does it matter 
where I go ?” 

“ Ah, you are down on your luck now ; by and by you will 
cheer up again.” 

Just then they met a fisherman, who gazed at them, won- 
dering what the two gentlemen were doing out walking at that 
hour ; but concluding that, after the mad fashion of English- 
men, they had been to bathe, he pas$H them with a civil “ Bon- 
jour.” Ernest coloured to the eyes under tho scrutiny ; he was 
beginning to feel the dreadful burden of his secret. Presently 
they reached the steamer, and found Mr. Alston’s little boy 
Roger, who, though he was only nine years old, was as quick 
and self-reliant as many English lads of fourteen, waiting for 
them by the bridge. 

“ O, here you are, father ; you have been walking so long 
that I thought you would miss the boat. I hate 'brought the 
luggage down all right, and this gentleman’s tot?£’ r ~ * 

“That’s right, my lad. Kershaw, do you go^anfltako the 
tickets, I want to get rid of this and he tapped the revolver- 
case, that was concealed beneath his coat. # 

Ernest did so, and presently met Mr. Alston on the boat. 
A few minutes more and, to his intense relief, she cast off and 
stood out to sea. There were not very manj^ passengers on 
board, and those there wore, were too much' takeh up in mak- 
ing preparations to be sea-sick to take any notice' of Ernest. 
And yet he could not shake himself fre$,fnom ’the idea that 
everybody knew that he had just killed a m^n. # JpLis own self- 
consciousness was so intense that he s^w fi^ gujlfc reflected on 
the faces of all he met. He gazed around him*; m awe, expect- 
ing every moment to be greeted as a ,mijrderer. Most people 
who have eve^ done anything thevjhguld not are acquainted 
with this sensation . 6 Overcome with this idea, he took refuge 
in his berth, nor did he emerge therefrom till the boat reached 
Weymouth. There both ho and Mr. Alston bought some rough 
clothes, and, to a great extent, succeeded in disguising them- 
selves ; then made their way across country to Southampton in 
the same trains, but in separate compartmoAts. Reaching South- 
ampton without let or hindrance, they agreed to take passages 
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in the Union Company’s R.M.S. Moor, sailing on the following 
morning. Mr. Alston obtained a list of the passengers; for- 
tunately, there was nobody among them whom he knew. For 
greater security, however, they took steerage passages, and 
booked themselves under assumed names. Ernest took his 
second Christian name, and figured on the passenger list as E. 
Beyton, while Mr. Alston and his boy assumed the name of 
James. They took their passages at different times, and feigned 
to be unknown to each other. These precautions they found 
to be doubly necessary, inasmuch as at Southampton Mr. Alston 
managed to get hold of af on English criminal law, from 
which it appeared that the fact of the duel having been fought 
at Guernsey did not in the least clear them from the legal con- 
sequences of the act, as they had vaguely supposed would be the 
case, on the insufficient authority of Captain Justice’s statement. 

At feist the vessel sailed, and it was with a sigh of relief that 
Ernest saw his native shores fade from view. As they disap- 
peared, a fellow-passenger, valet to a gentleman going to the 
Cape for his health, politely offered him a paper to read. It 
was the Standard of that day’s date. He took it and glanced 
at the foreign intelligence. The first thing that caught his eye 
was the following paragraph, headed w A Fatal Duel 

u The town of St. Peter’s in Guernsey has been thrown into, 
a state of cons^ftafcran* by the discovery of the body of an 
English g^ntlfeSS^tJfiif'Was this morning shot dead in a duel. 

Captain Hussars, who was the unfortunate 

gentlemani^BWter has surrendered himself to the authorities. 
The other p^SRBfwho are at present unknown, have absconded. 
It is said’ihS^t]^' have been traced to Weymouth; but there 
all trace o^them has been lost. The cause of the duel is 
unknown, and m the present state of excitemont it is difficult 
to. obtain authentic information.” 

By the pilot &ho left the vessel Ernest despatched two letters, 
one to Eva Ceswxck, and the other — which contained a copy of 
the memoranda drftwnup before and after the duel, and attested 
by Mr. Als^n— to;liis : uncle. To both he told the story of his 
misfortune, filly and'fairly, imploring the former not to forget 
him and to wait f or*Tiaf)pfi§r times, and asking the forgiveness 
of the latter for the JrohBle' that he had brought upon himself 
and all belonging to mm. * ‘ ^ould they wish to write to him, 
he gave his address as ErndSf Beyton, Post-office, Maritzburg. 
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The pilot-boat hoisted her brown sail with a huge white P. 
upon it and vanished into the night ; and Ernest, feeling that 
he was a rained man, and with the stain of blood upon his 
hands, crept to his bunk and wept like a child. 

Yesterday he had been loved, prosperous, happy, with a 
bright career before him. To-day he was a nameless outcast, 
departing into exile, and his young life shadowed by a cloud in 
which he could seo no break. 

Well might he weep ; it was a hard lesson. 


CHAPTER XVII. 

MY POOR KVA. 

Two days after the pilot-boat, flitting away from the vessel’s 
side like some silent-fiighted bird, had vanished into the night, 
Florence Ceswick happened to bo walking past the village post- 
office on her way to pay a visit to Dorothy, when it struck her 
that the afternoon post must be in, and that she might as well 
ask if there wore any letters for Hum’s Ness. There was no 
second delivery at Kesterwick, and she knew that it was not 
always convenient to Mr. Oardus to send in. The civil old 
postmaster gave her a little bundle of letters, remarking at the 
same time that he thought that there was one for the Cottage. 

44 Is it for me, Mr. Brown V asked Florence. 

“No, miss ; it is for Miss Eva.” 

44 O, then I will leave it ; lam going up to Dum’s Ness. No 
doubt "Miss Eva will oall.” 

She knew that Eva watched the arrival of the posts very 
carefully. When she got outside the office she glanced at the 
bundle of letters in her hand, and noticed with a start that one 
of them, addressed to Mr. Cardus, was in Ernest’s handwriting. 
It bore a Southampton postmark. What, she wondered, could 
he be doing at Southampton? He should have been in 
Guernsey. 

She walked on briskly to Dum’s Ness, and on her arrival 
found Dorothy sitting working in the sitting-room. After she 
had greeted her she handed over the letters * 

“There is one from Ernest,” she said. 
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41 0, 1 am so glad !” answered Dorothy. 44 Who ia it for ?” 

44 For Mr. Cardus. 0, here he comes.” 

Mr. Cardus shook hands with her, and thanked her for 
bringing the letters, which he turned over casually, after the 
fashion of a man accustomed to receive largo quantities of 
correspondence of an uninteresting nature. Presently his 
manner quickened, and he opened Ernest’s letter. Florence 
fixed her keen eyes upon him. He read the letter, she read his 
face. 

Mr. Cardus was accustomed to conceal his emotions, but on 
this occasion it was clear that they were too strong for him. 
Astonishment and grief pursued each other across his features 
as he proceeded. Finally he put the letter down and glanced 
at an enclosure. 

44 What is it, Reginald, what is it ?” asked Dorothy. 

“ It is,” answered Mr. Cardus solomnly, 44 that Ernest is a 
murderer and a fugitive.” 

Dorothy sank into a chair with a groan, and covered her 
face with her hands. Florence turned ashy pale. 

“ What do you mean ?” she said. 

“ Read the letter for yourself, and see. Stop, read it aloud 
and the enclosure too. I may have misunderstood.” 

Florence did so in a quiet voice. It was wonderful how her 
power came out in contrast to tho intense disturbance of the 
other two. The old man of tho world shook like a leaf, the 
yonftig girl stood firm as a rock. Yet, in all probability, her 
interest in Ernest was more intense than his. 

When she had finished, Mr. Cardus spoke again. 

44 You see,” he said, 4 ‘ I was right. He is a murderer and an 
outcast. And I loved the boy, I loved him. Well, let him 
go.’i 

14 O Ernest, Ernest !” sobbed Dorothy. 

Florence glanced from one to the other with contempt. 

“What are you talking about?” she said at last. 44 What 
is there to make all this fuss about ? 4 Murderer, ^indeed ! then 
our grandfathers were often murderers. What would you have 
had him do ? Would you have had him give up the woman’s 
letter to save himself? Would you have had him put up with 
this other man’s insults about his mother ? If be had, I would 
never have spoken to^iim again. Stop that groaning, Dorothy. 
You should be proud of him ; he behaved as a ^gentleman 
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should. If I had the right I should be proud of him and her 
breast heaved and the proud lips curled as she said it. 

Mr. Cardus listened attentively, and it was evident that her 
enthusiasm moved him. 

“ There is something in what Florence says,” he .broke in. 
“ I should not have liked the boy to show the white feather. 
But it is an awful business to kill one’s own first cousin, espe- 
cially when one is next in the entail. Old Kershaw will be 
furious at losing his only son, and Ernest will never be able to 
come back to this country while he lives, or he will set the 
law on him.” 

“ It is dreadful I” said Dorothy ; “just as he was beginning 
life, and going into a profession, and now to have to go and 
wander in that far-off country under a false name !” 

“ O yes, it is sad enough,” said Mr. Cardus ; “ but what is 
done cannot be undone. He is young, and will live it, down, 
and if the worst comes to the worst, must make himself a home 
out there. But it is hard upon me, hard upon me and he 
went off to his office, muttorirg, “ hard upon me.” 

When Florence started upon her homeward way, the after- 
noon had set in wet and chilly, and the sea was hidden in 
wreaths of gray mist. Altogether the scene was depressing. 
On arrival at the Cottage she found Eva standing the picture 
of melancholy by the window, and staring out at the misty sea. 

“ O Florence, I am glad that you have come home ; I really 
began to feel inclined to commit suicide.” 

“ Indeed ! and may I ask why ?” 

“ I don’t know ; the rain is so depressing, I suppose.” 

11 It does not depress me.” 

“ No, nothing ever does ; you live in the land of perpetual 
calm.” # 

“ I take exercise, and keep my liver in good order. Have 
you been out this afternoon ?” 

“No.” 

“ Ah, I thought ifot. No wonder you feel depressed, stay- 
ing indoors all day. Why don’t you go for a walk ?” 

“ There is nowhere to go.” 

“ Really, Eva, I don’t know what has come to you lately. 
Why don’t you go along the cliff, or stop — have you been to 
the post-office ? I called for the Dum’s Ness letters, and Mr. 
Brown said that there was one for you.” 
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Eva jumped up with remarkable animation, and passed out 
of the room with her peculiar light tread. The mention of 
that word “ letter ” had sufficed to change the aspect of things 
considerably. 

Florence watched her go with a dark little smile. 

“Ah,” she said aloud, as the door closed, “your feet will 
soon fall heavily enough.” 

Presently Eva went out, and Florence, having thrown oil 
her cloak, took her sister’s place at the window and waited. It 
was seven minutes’ walk to the post-office. She would be back 
in about a quarter of an hour. Watch in hand, Florence waited 
patiently. Seventeen minutes had elapsed when the garden- 
gate was opened, and Eva reentered, her face quite gray with 
pain, and furtively applying a handkerchief to her eyes. Flo- 
rence smiled again. 

“ t thought so,” she said. 

From all of which it will be seen that Florence was a very 
remarkable woman. She had scarcely exaggerated when she 
said that her heart was as deep as the sea. The love that she 
bore Ernest was the strongest thing in all her strong and vigor- 
ous life ; when every other characteristic and influence crum- 
bled away and was forgotten, it would still remain overmaster- 
ing as ever. And when she discovered that her high love, tho 
greatest and best part of her, had been made a plaything of by 
a thoughtless boy, who kissed girls on the same principle that a 
duck takes to water, because it came natural to him, the love in 
its mortal agonies gave birth to a hate destined to grow great 
as itself. But, with all a woman’s injustice, it was not directed 
towards the same object. On Ernest, indeed, she would wreak 
vengeance if she could, but she still loved him as dearly as at 
first; the revenge would be a mere episode in the history of her 
passion. But to her sister, the innocent' woman who, she chose 
to consider, had robbed her, she gave all that bountiful hate. 
Herself the more powerful character of the tyro, she deter- 
mined upon the utter destruction of the weaker. Strong as 
Fate, and unrelenting as Time, she dedicated her lifo to that 
end. Everything, she said, comes to those who can wait. She 
forgot that the Providence above ns can wait the longest of us 
alL In the end it i^ Providence that wins. 

Eva came in, and Florence heard her make her way up the 
stairs to her room. Again she spoke to herself : 
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w The poor fool will weep oyer him and renounce him. Ii 
she had the courage she would follow him and comfort him in 
his trouble, and so ,tie him to her for ever. O, that I had 
her chance ! but th§ chances always come to fools.” 

Then she went up-stairs and* fastened outside. Eva’s door. 
She was sobbing audibly. Turning the handle, she walked 
casually in. 

“ Well, Eva, did you — Why, my dear girl, lohat is the 
matter with you ?” 

Eva, who was lying sobbing on her bed, turned her head to 
the wall and went on sobbing. 

“ What is the matter, Eva ? If you only knew how absurd 
you look !" 

“ No-no-thing !” 

“ Nonsense ! people do not make such scenes as this for 
nothing.” . f 

No answer. 

“ Come, my dear, as your affectionate sister, I really must 
ask what has happened to you.” 

The tone was commanding, and half unconsciously Eva 
obeyed it. u Ernest !” she ejaculated. 

“ Well, what about Ernest ? he is nothing to you, is he ?” 

“ No— that is, yes. 0, it is so dreadful ! It was the letter 
and she touched a sheet of closely- written paper that lay on the 
bed beside her. 

“ Well, as you do not seem to be in a condition to explain 
yourself, perhaps you had better let me read the letter.” 

“ O no.” 

41 Nonsense ! give it me ; perhaps I may be able to help you 
and she took the paper from her unresisting grasp, and, turning 
her face from the light, read it deliberately through. 

It was very passionate in its terms, and rather incoherent ; 
such a letter, in short, as a lad almost wild with love and grief 
would write qpder the circumstances. 

“ So,” said Florence, as she coolly folded it up, “ it appears 
that you are engaged to him.” 

No answer, unless sobs can be said to constitute one. 

u And it seems that you are engaged to a man who has just 
^Mrpmitted a frightful murder, and run a^way from the conse- 
quences.” 

Eva sat^up on the bed. 
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“ It was not a murder ; it was a duel.” 

“ Precisely, a duel about another ‘woman but the law calls 
it murder. If he is caught he Will be hanged.” 

“ O Florence ! how can you say such dreadful things ?” 

“ I only say what is true. Poor Eva, I do not wonder that 
you are distressed.” 

“ It is all so dread full” 

“You love him, I suppose?” 

“ O yes, dearly.” 

“ Then you must get over it ; you must never think^ of him 
any more.” 

“ Never think of him ! I shall think of him all my life.” 

“ That is as it may be. You must never have anything more 
to do with him. Ho has blood upon his hands, blood shed for 
some bad woman.” 

“I cannot desert him, Florence, because he has got into 
trouble.* 

“ Over another woman.” 

A^peculiar expression of pain passed over Eva’s face. 

“ How cruel you are, Florence ! no is only a boy, and boys 
will go wrong sometimes. Anybody can make a fool of a boy.” 

“ And it seems that boys can make fools of some people 
who should know better.” 

“ O Florence, what is to be done ? Yon have such a clear 
head ; tell me what I must do. I cannot give him up, I cannot 
indeed.” 

Florence seated herself on the bed beside her sister, and put 
an arm round her neck and kissed her. Eva was much touched 
at her kindness. 

“ My poor Eva,” she said, “ I am so sorry for you I But tell 
me, when did you get engaged to him— that evening you went 
out sailing together V” 

“Yes.” 

“ He kissed you, I suppose, and all that ? w 

“ Yes. O, J was so happy !” 

“ My poor Eva !” 

“I tell you I cannot give him up.” 

“ Well, perhaps there will bo no need for you to do so. But 
you must not answer that letter.” ^ 

“ Why not ?” • 

“ Because it will not do. Look at it which way^you will, 
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Ernest has just killed his own cousin in a quarrel about another 
woman. It is necessary that you should mark your disapproval 
of that in some way or other. Do not answer his letter. If 
in time he can wash himself clear of the reproach, and remains 
faithful to you, then it will be soon enough to show that you 
still care for him.” 

11 But if I leave him like that, he will fall into the hands of 
other women, though he loves me all the time. I know him 
well ; his is not a nature that can stand alone.” 

“ Well, let Imp.” 

“ But, Florence, you forget I love him too. I cannot bear 
to think of it. O, I love him, I lovo him !” and she dropped 
her head upon her sister’s shoulder and began to sob again. 

il My dear, it is just because you do love him so that you 
should prove him ; and besides, my dear, you have your own self- 
respect to think of. Bn guided by me, Eva ; do not answer that 
letter ; I am sure that you will regret it if you do. Det matters 
stand for a few months, then we can arrange a plan of action. 
Above all, do not let your engagement transpire to anybody. 
There will bo a dreadful scandal about this business, and it will 
be most unpleasant for you, and, indeed, for us all, to have our 
ngune mixed up in the matter. Hark ! there is aunt coming in. 
I will go and talk to her ; you can stop here and recover your- 
self a little. You will follow my advice, ’will you not, dearest ?” 

u I suppose so,” answered Eva, with a heavy sigh, as she 
buried her face in the pillow. 

Then Florence left her* 


CHAPTER XVIII. 

TIIE LOCUM TENENS. 

And so it came to pass that Ernest’s letter remained unan- 
swered. But Mr. Cardus, Dorothy, and Jeremy all wrote. Mr. 
Cardus’s letter was very kind and considerate. It expressed 
his deep grief at what had happened, and told him of the excite- 
ment that the duel had caused, and of the threatening letters which 
he had received from Sir Hugh Kershaw, who was half -wild 
with grief and fury at the loss of his son. Finally, it commended 
ua wisdom in putting the seas betweetf himself and the aven- 
gers of blood, and told him that he should not want for money, 
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as his drafts would be honoured to the extent of a thousand a 
year, should he require so much — Mr. Cardus was very open- 
handed where Ernest was concerned ; also if he required any 
particular sum of money for an/ purpose, such as to buy land 
or start a business, he was to let him know. 

Dorothy’s letter was like herself, sweet and gentle, and over- 
flowing with womanly sympathy. Bhe bade him not to be down- 
hearted, but to hope for a time when all this dreadful business 
would bo forgotton, and he would be able to return in peace to 
England, Bhe bade him also, shyly enough, to remember that 
there was only one power that could really wash away the stain 
of blood upon his hands. Every month, she said, she would 
write him a letter, whether he answered it or not. This pro- 
mise she faithfully kept. 

Jeremy’s letter was characteristic. It is worth transcribing : 

“My dear old Fellow, — Your news has knocked us all into 
the middle of next week. To think of your fighting a duel, and 
my not being there to hold the sponge ! And I will tell you 
what it is, old chap : some of these people round here, like that 
old De Talor, call it murder, hut that is gammon, and don’t you 
trouble your head about it. It was he who got up th« row, not 
you, and he tried to shoot you into the bargain. I am awfully 
glad that you kept your nerve and plugged him ; it would have 
been better if you could have nailed him through the right 
shoulder, which would not have killed him ; but at the best of 
times you were never good enough with a pistol for that. Don’t 
you remember when wo used to shoot with the old pistols at the 
man I cut oat on the cliff, you were always just as likely to hit 
him on the head or in the stomach as through the heart ? It is 
a sad pity that you did not practise a little more, but it is no 
use crying over spilt milk— and after all the shot seems to have 
been a very creditable one. . So you are going on a shooting 
expedition up in Secococni’s country. That is what I call 
glorious; To think of a rhinoceros makes my mouth water ; I 
would give one of my fingers to shoot one. Life here is simply 
wretched now that you have gone — Mr. Cardus as glum as 
Titheburgh Abbey on a cloudy day, and Doll always looking as 
though she had been crying, or were going to cry. Old Grand;, 
father Atterleigh is quite lively compared to those two. As for 
the office, I hate it, everlastingly copying deeds whic|ji I don’t 
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in tlie slightest understand, and adding up figures in which 1 
make mistakes. Your respected undo told me the other day, 
in his politest way, that he considered I sailed as near being 
complete fool as any man he ever knew. I answered that I 
quite agreed with him. 

“ I met that young fellow Smithcrs the other day, the one 
who gavo Eva Ccswick that little brute of a dog. Ho said some- 
thing disagreeable about wondering if they would hang you. I 
told him that I didn’t know if they would or not, but unless he 
dropped his infernal sneer I was very sure that I would break 
his neck. He concluded to move on. By the way, I met Eva 
Ceswick herself yesterday. She looked pale, and asked if we 
bad heard anything of you. She said that she had got a letter 
from you. Florenco came up here, and spoke up well for you ; 
she said that she was proud of you, or would be if she had a 
right to. I never liked her before, but now I think that she is 
a brick, flood* bye, old chap ; I never wrote such a long letter 
before. You don’t know how I miss you ; life don’t seem worth 
having. Yesterday was the First ; I went out and killed twenty 
brace to my own gun — fired forty-six cartridges. Not bad, eh ! 
And yet somehow I didn't seem to care a twopenny curse about 
the wliolo thing, though if you had been there you would have 
duffed them awfully. I feci sure you would have set my teeth 
on edge with letting them off— the birds, I mean. Mind you 
write to mo often. Good-bye, old fellow. God bless you ! 

“ Your affectionate friend, 

“ Jekemy Jones. 

il P.S. — In shooting big gamo, a fellow told me that the top 
of the flank raking forward is a very deadly shot, as it either 
breaks the back or passes through the kidneys to the lungs or 
heart. I should have thought that the shot was very apt to 
waste itself in the flesh of the flank. Please try it, and take 
notes of the results.” 

About a jfcrtniglht after these letters, addressed Ernest Bey- 
ton, Esq., Post Office, Maritzburg, Natal, had been despatched, 
Kesterwick and its neighbourhood was thrown into a state of 
mild excitement by the announcement that Mr. Halford, the 
^srgyman, whose health had of late been none of the best, pur- 
posed taking a year's rest, and that the bishop had consented to 
the duties^ of his parish being earned on by a locum tenens, 
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named the Reverend James Plowdcn. Mr. Halford was much 
liked and respected, and the intelligence was received with 
general regret, which was, however, tempered with curiosity as 
to the new-comer. Thus, when it became known that Mr. 
Plowdcn was to preach in the parish church at the evening ser- 
vice on the third Sunday in September, all Ki'stcrwick was 
seized with profound religious fervour, and went to hoar him. 

The parish church at Kestcrwick was unusually large and 
beautiful, being a relic of an age when, whatever men’s lives 
may have been, they spared neither their money nor their 
thought in rearing up fitting habitations to the Divinity, whom 
they regarded perhaps with more of superstitious awe than true 
religious feeling. Standing as it did somewhat back from the 
sea, it alone had escaped the shock of the devouring waves, and 
remained till this day a monument of architectural triumph. Its 
tall to wfcr, pointing liko a great fiuger up to heaven, looked very 
solemn on that quiet September evening as the crowd of church- 
goers passed beneath its shadow into the old doorway, through 
which most of them had been carried to their christening, and 
would in due time bo carried to their burial. At least so thought 
Eva and Dorothy, as they stood for a moment by the monument 
to 11 five unknown sailors,” washed ashore after a great gale, and 
buried in a common grave. How many suffering, erring hu- 
man beings had stood upon the same spot and thought the same 
thoughts ! now many more now sleeping in the womb of time 
would stand there and think them, when these two had suffered 
and erred their full, and been long forgotten ! 

They formed a strange contrast, those two sweet women, as 
they passed together into the sacred stillness of the church — the 
one stately, dark, and splendid, with an unrestful troublo in her 
eyes ; the other almost insignificant in figure, but pure and 
patient of face, and with steady blue eyes which never wavered. 
Did they guess, those two-, as they walked thus together, how 
closely their destinies were linked ? Did they know that each 
at heart was striving for the same prize — a poor one indeed, but 
still all the world to them ? Perhaps they did, very vaguely, 
and it was the pressure of their common trouble that drew them 
closer together in those days. But if they did, they never spoke 
of it ; and as for littl% Dorothy, she never dreamed of winning. 
She was content to be allowed to toil along in the painful race. 

When they reached the pew that the Ceswicks 'habitually 
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occupied, they found Miss Ceswick and Florence already there. 
Jeremy had refused to come ; he had a most unreasonable an- 
tipathy to parsons. Mr. Halford he liked, but of this new man 
he would have none. The general curiosity to see him was to 
J eremy inexplicable, his opinion being that he should soon see a 
great deal more of him than he liked. “ J ust like a pack of girls 
running after a new doll,” he growled ; il well, thero is one 
thing, you will soon be tired of hearing him squeak.” 

As the service went on, the aisles of the great church grew 
dim except where the setting sun shot a crimson shaft through 
the west window, which wandered from spot to spot and face to 
face, and made them glorious. When it came to the hymn 
before the sermon, Eva could scarcely see to read, and with the 
exception of the crimson pencil of sunlight that came through 
the head of the Virgin Mary, and wavered restlessly about, and 
the strong glow of the lights upon tho pulpit, the church was 
almost dark. 

When the new clergyman, Mr. Plowden, ascended the steps 
of tho ancient pulpit and gave out his text, Eva looked at him 
in common with the rest of the congregation. Mr. Plowden was 
a large man of a somewhat lumbering make. His head, too, was 
large, and covered with masses of rather coarse-textured black 
hair. The forehead was prominent, and gave signs of intellectual 
power ; tho eyebrows thick and strongly marked, and in curious 
contrast to the cold light- gray eyes that played unceasingly 
beneath them. All the lower part of the face, which, to judge 
from the purple hue of the skin, Nature had intended should 
bo plentifully clothed with hair, was clean shaven, and re- 
vealed a large jaw, square chin, and pair of thick lips. Alto- 
gether Mr. Plowden was considered a fine man, and his face 
was generally spoken of as “ striking.” Perhaps the most curious 
thing about it, however, was a species of varicose vein on tho 
forehead, which was generally quite unnoticeable, but whenever 
he was excited or i^rvous stood out above the level of the Bkin 
in tho form of a perfect cross. It was thus visible when Eva 
looked at him, and it struck her as being an unlpeasant mark to 
have on ones forehead. She turned her eyes away — the man 
did not please her fastidious taste — and listened for his voice. 
Presently it came ; it was powerful %nd even musical, but 
coarse. 

_ “ He i^not a gentleman,” thought Eva to herself; and thendis- 
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missing him and his sermon too from her mind, she leaned back 
against the poppy-head at the end of the pew, half-closed her 
eyes, and let her thoughts wander in the way that thoughts have 
the power to do in church. Far across the sea they flew, to. 
where a great vessel, labouring in a heavy gale, was ploughing 
her sturdy way along — to where a young man stood clinging 
to the iron stanchions, and gazed out into the darkness with 
sorrow in his eyes. 

Wonderfully soft and tender grew her beautiful face as the 
vision passed before her soul ; the ripe lips quivered, and there 
was a world of love in the half -opened eyes. And just then the 
wandering patch of glory perceived her, settled on her like a 
butterfly upon a flower, and for a while wandered no longer. 

Suddenly she became aware of a momentary pause in the 
even flow of the clergyman’s eloquence, and waking from her 
reverie, glanced up at that spot of light surrounding him, and as 
she did*so it struck her that she herself was illuminated with a 
more beautiful light — that ho and she alone wore distinguishable 
out of all the people beneath that roof. 

The same thought had evidently struck Mr. Plowdoii, for ho 
was gazing intently at her. 

Instinctively she drew back into the shadow, and Mr. Plow- 
den went on with his sermon. But ho had driven away poor 
Eva’s vision ; there only remained of it the sad reproachful look 
of those dark eyes. 

•Outside the church Dorothy found Jeremy waiting to escort 
her home. They all went together as far as the Cottage. When 
they got clear of the crowd Florence spoke : 

“ What a good-looking man Mr. Plowden is, and how well 
he preached !” 

“ I did not like him much,” said Dorothy. 

“ What do you think of him, Eva ?” asked Florence. 

“ I ? O, I do not know. I do not think he is a gentleman.” 

“ I am sure that he is *noi>” put in Jeremy. “ I saw him by 
the post-office this afternoon. He is a cad,” # 

“ Rather a sweeping remark that, is it not, Mr. Jones ?” said 
Florence. 

“I don’t know if it is sweeping or not,” answered Jeremy 
sententiously, u but I am sure that it is true.” 

Then they said gpod-night, and went their separate ways. * 
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CHAPTER XIX. 

EVA TAKES A DISTRICT. 

The Reverend Jam*^ Plowden was born of rich but honest 
parents in the sugar-broking way. He was one of a large 
family, who were objects of anxious thought to Mr. and Mrs. 
Plowden. These worthy people, aware of the disadvantages 
under which they laboured in tho matter of education, deter- 
mined that neither trouble nor money should be spared to make 
their children “genteel.” And so it came to pass that tho 
“ mansion ” near Bloomsbury was overrun with the most expen- 
sive nurses, milliners, governesses, and tutors, all straining every 
nerve to secure the perfect gentility of the young Plowdens. 
The result was highly ornamental, but scarcely equivalent to 
the vast expense incurred. The Plowden youth of both sexes t 
may bo said to have been painted, and varnished, and gilded! 
into an admirable imitation of gentlefolks ; but if the lacquer- i 
work would stand the bufferings of the world’s weather was; 
another question, and one which, except in so far as it has to 
do with a single member of the family, does not concern us. 

Master James Plowden came about half - way down the 
family list, but he might just as well have stood at the head of 
it, for he ruled his brothers and sisters — old and young — with 
a heavy rod. He was the strong one of the family, strong 
both in mind and body, and ho had a hand of iron. r 

For Lis misdeeds were liU brothers thrashed, preferring to 
take those ills they knew of from the hands of the thrasher 
rather than endure the unimagined horrors brother James 
would make ready for them should they venture to protest. 

Thus it was that he came to be considered par excellence the 
good boy of the family, and he was certainly the clever one, and 
bore every sort of blushing honour thick upon him. 

It was to an occurrence in his boyhood that Mr. Plowden 
owed his parents’ deamination to send him into tho Church. His 
future* career had always been a matter of much speculation 
to them, for they belonged to that class of people who love to 
arrange their infants’ destinies when the infants themselves are 
still in tho cradle, and argue their fitness for certain lines of 
fife from remarks which they make at three years old. 

Now, James’s mamma had a very favourite parrot with a 
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red tail, and out of this tail it was James's delight to pull the 
feathers, having discovered that so doing gave the parrot a 
lively twinge of pain. The onus of the feather-pulling was 
then, if discovered, shouldered on to a chosen brother, who was 
promptly thrashed. 

But on one occasion things went wrong with Master James. 
Tho parrot was climbing up tho outside of his cage, presenting 
the remainder of his tail to the hand of the spoiler in a way 
that was irresistibly seductive ; but, aware of the fact that his 
enemy was in the neighbourhood, he kept a careful look-out 
from the corner of his eye, and the moment that he saw James's 
stealthy hand draw near his tail made a sudden dart at it, and 
actually succeeded in making his powerful beak meet through 
its forefinger. James shrieked, with pain and fury, and shak- 
ing the bird on to the floor, stunned it with a book. But he 
was not satisfied with this revenge, for, as soon as he saw that 
it could*no longer bito, he seized it and twisted its neck. 

“ There, you devil !” he said, throwing the creature into 
the cage. “ Hullo, something has burst in my forehead !” 

“O James, v/hat have you done!" said his little brother 
Montague, well knowing that he had a lively personal interest in 
James's misdoings. 

“ Nonsense ! what have you done ? Now remember, Mon- 
tague, you killed the parrot.” 

Just then Mr. and Mrs. Plowdeu came in from a drive, and 
a very lively scone ensued, into which we need not enter. Suf- 
fice it to say that, all evidence to the contrary notwithstanding, 
James was acquitted on the ground of general good character, 
and Montague, howling and protesting his innocence, was led 
oi? to execution. Justly fearful lest something further should 
transpire, James was hurriedly leaving the room, when his 
mother called him back. „ 

“ Why, what is that on your forehead ?” 

“Don’t know,” answered James; “something went snap 
there just now.” » • 

“ Well, I never ! Just look at the boy, John ; he has got a 
cross upon his forehead.” 

Mr. Plowden papa examined the phenomenon very care- 
fully, and then, solemnly removing his spectacles, remarked with 
much deliberation : • 

“ Elizabeth, that settles the point.” 
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“ What point, J obn ?” 

“ What point ! Why, the point of the boy’s profession. It 
is, as you remark, a cross upon his forehead. Good ! — he shall 
go into the Church. Now, I must decline to be argued with, 
Elizabeth. The matter is settled.” 

And so in due course James Plowden, Esq., went to Cam- 
bridge, and became tho Reverend James Plowden. 

Shortly after the Reverend James had started in life as a 
curate he found it convenient — having first succeeded in beguil- 
ing his parents into settling on himself a portion just twice as 
large as that to which he was entitled — to cut off his connection 
with a family he considered vulgar, and a drag upon his profes- 
sional success. But somehow, with all his gifts — and undoubtedly 
he was by nature well endowed, especially as regards his mind, 
that was remarkable for a species of hard cleverness and per- 
suasive power — and with all the advantages which he derived 
from being in receipt of an independent income, the Reverend 
Janies had not hitherto proved a conspicuous success. He had 
held several important curacies, and of late had acted as the 
locum tenens of several gentlemen who, like Mr. Halford, had, 
through loss of health or other reasons, been called, away from 
their livings for a length of time. >.w 

But from all these places the Reverend James had departed 
without regret, nor had there been any very universal lamenta- 
tions over his going. The fact of the matter was that the 
Reverend James \>as not a popular man. He had ability in 
plenty, and money in plenty, and would expend both without 
stint if he had an end to gain. He was more or less of a good 
companion, too, in the ordinary sense of the word ; that is, he 
could make himself agreeable in a rough, exaggerated kind of 
way to both men and women. Indeed, by the former he was 
often spoken of carelessly as a “ good fellow but women, or 
rather ladies, following their finer instincts, disliked him in- 
tensely. He jarred upon them. 

Of course* it is impossible to lay down any fixed rule about 
men, but there are two tokens by which they may be known. 
The first is by their friends ; the second by the degree of friend- 
ship and affection to which they are admitted by women. The 
naan to whom members of the other sex attach themselves is in 
ninety-nine cases out of a hundred a good fellow, and women’s 
instinct teUs them so, or they would not love him. It may be 
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urged that women often love blackguards. To this the answer 
is, that there must be a good deal of good mixed up with the 
blackguardism. Show me the man whom two or three women 
of his own rank love with all their honest hearts, and 1 will 
trust all 1 have into his hands and not be a penny the poorer. 

But women did not love the Reverend James Plowden, 
although he had for several years come to the conclusion that 
it was desirable that they should, or rather that one of them 
should. In plain language, he had for some years past thought 
that he would improve his position by getting married. He 
was a shrewd man, and he could not disguise from himself the 
fact that so far he was not altogether a success. He had tried 
*his best, but, with all his considerable advantages, he had failed. 
There was only one avenue to success which ho had not tried, 
and that was marriage. Marriage with a woman of high caste, 
quick intellect, and beauty, might givo him the tone that his 
social system so sadly needed. He was a man in a good position, 
he had money, he had intelligence of a robust if of a coarse 
order, he had fairly good looks, and he was only thirty-five ; 
why should he not marry blood, brains, and beauty, and shine 
with a refleeted splendour ? 

Such wet% the thoughts which were simmering in the astute 
brain of the Reverend James Plowden when he first set eyes 
upon Eva Ceswick in the old church at Kesterwick. 

Within a week or so of his arrival, Mr. Plowden, in his 
character of spiritual adviser to the motley Kesterwick flock, 
paid a ceremonious call on the Miss Ceswicks. They were all 
at home. 

Miss Ceswick and Florence welcomed him graciously ; Eva 
politely, but with an air that said plainly that ho interested her 
not at all. Yet it was to Eva that he chiefly directed himself. 
He took this opportunity to inform them all, especially Eva, 
that he felt the responsibilities of his position as locum tenens 
to weigh heavily upon him. He appealed to them all, especi- 
ally Eva, to help him to bear his load. He "was gjbing to insti- 
tute a new system of district visiting. Would they all, especially 
Eva, assist him ? If they would, the good work was already 
half done. There was bo much for young ladies to do. He 
could assure them, from his personal experience, that one visit 
from a young lady, hdwever useless she might be in a general 
way, which his instinct assured him these particular young 
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ladies before liim were not, had more influence with a distressed 
and godless family than six from well-meaning but unsympa- 
thetic clergymen like himself. Might he rely on their help V 

“I am afraid that I am too old for that sort of thing, Mr. 
Plowden,” answered Miss Ceswick. lt You must see what you 
can do with my nieces.’* 

“ I am sure that I shall be delighted to help,” said Florence, 
“ if Eva will bear me company . I always feel a shyness about 
intruding myself into cottages unsupported.” 

44 Your shyness is not surprising, Miss Ceswick. I suffered 
from it myself for many years, but at last I have, I am thankful 
to say, got the better of it. But I am sure that we shall not 
appoal to your sister in vain.” 

14 I shall be glad to help if you think that I can do any good,” 
put in Eva, thus directly appealed to ; “ but I must tell you I 
havo no great faith in myself.” 

“ Do the work, Miss Ceswick, and the faith will come ; sow 
the soed and the tree will spring up, and bear fruit too in due 
season.” 

There was no reply, so he continued : 44 Then I have your 
permission to put you down for a district ?” 

“ O yes, Mr. Plowden,” auswered Florence. 44 Will you take 
some more tea ?” 

Mr. Plowden would take no move tea, but went on his way 
to finish the day’s work he had mapped out for himself — for he 
worked hard and according to a strict rule — reflecting that Eva 
Ceswick was the loveliest woman he had ever seen. 

44 I think that we must congratulate you on a conquest, Eva,” 
said Miss Ceswick cheerfully, as the front-door closed. “’Mr. 
Plowden never took his eyes off you, and really, my .dear, I do 
not wonder at it, you look charming.” 

Eva flushed up angrily. 

Nonsense, aunt !'* she said, and left the room. 

14 Really,” said Miss Ceswick, “ I don’t know what has come 
to Eva lately, £he is^o very strange.” 

44 I expect that you have touched her on a sore point. I 

Florence dryly. 

44 O, indeed 1” answered the old lady, nodding her head 
wisely. • 

In due course a district was assigned to the two Miss Ces- 
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wicks, and for her part Eva was glad of the occupation. It 
brought her a good deal into contact with Mr. Plowden, which 
was not altogether pleasant to her, for she cherished a vague 
dislike of the clergyman, and did not admire his shifty eye?. 
But, as she got to know him better, she could find nothing to 
justify her dislike. Ho was not, it is true, quite a gentleman, 
but that was his misfortune. Ilia manner to herself was sub- 
dued and almost deferential ; ho never obtruded himself upon 
her society, though somehow lie was in it almost daily. Indeed, 
he even succeeded in raising her to some enthusiasm about her 
work, a quality in which poor Eva hud of late been sadly lacking. 
She thought him a very good clergyman, with his heart in his 
duty. But she disliked him all the same. 

Eva never answered Ernest’s letter. Once she began an 
answer, but bethought her of Florence’s sago ‘advice, and 
changed her mind. “ Ho will write again,” she said to herself. 
Sue did not know Ernest ; his was not a nature to humble it- 
self before a woman. Could she have seen her lover hanging 
about the steps of the Maritzburg post-office when the English 
mail was being delivered, in order to go back to the window 
when the people had dispersed, and ask the tired clerk if he was 
u sure ” that there were no more letters for Ernest Beyton, and 
get severely snubbed for his pains, perhaps her heart would have 
relented. And yet it was a performance which poor Ernest 
went through once a week out there in Natal. 

One mail-day Mr. Alston went with him. 

“ Well, Ernest, has it come ?” he asked, as he camo down the 
steps, a letter from Dorothy in his hand. 

“ No, Alston, and never will. She has thrown me over.” 
f Mr. Alston took his arm, and walked away with him across 
the market-square. 

“ Look here, my lad,” he said ; “ the woman who deserts a 
man in trouble, or as soon as his back is turned, is worthless. 
It is a sharp lesson to learn, but, as most men have causo to 
know, the world is full of sharp lessons and worthless women 
You know that she got your letter ?” 

“ Yes, she told my friend so.” 

“ Then I tell you that your Eva, or whatever her name is, is 
more worthless than most of them. She has been tried and. 
found wanting. Look)” he went on, pointing to a shapely Kafir 
girl passing with a pot of native beer upon her head^“ you had 
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better take that Intombi to wife than such a woman as this Eva. 
She at any rate would stand by you in trouble, and if you fell 
would stop to be killed over your dead body. Come, be a man, 
and have done with her.” 

“ Ay, by Heaven I will !” answered Ernest. 

“ That’s right ; and now, look here, the wagons will be at 
Lydenburg in a week. Let us take the post-cart to-morrow and 
go up. Then we can have a month’s wilderbeeste and koodoo 
shooting until it is safe to go into the fever country. Once you 
get among the big game, you won’t think any more about that 
woman. Women are all very well in their way, but if it comes 
to choosing between them and big- game shooting, give me the 
big game.” 


CHAPTER XX. 

JEREMY’S IDEA OF A SHAKING. 

Two months or so after Ernest’s flight there came a letter 
from him to Mr. Cardus in answer to the one sent by his uncle- 
He thanked his uncle warmly for his kindness, and more especi- 
ally for not joining in the huo and cry against him. As regards 
money, he hoped to be able to make a living for himself, but if 
he wanted any he would draw. The letter, which was short, 
ended thus : 

“ Thank Doll and Jeremy for their letters. I would answer 
them, but I am too down on my luck to write much ; writing 
stirs up so many painful memories, and makes me think of all 
the dear folks at home more than is good for mo. The fact is, 
^ my dear undo, what between one thing and another, I never was 
so miserable in my life, and as for loneliness I never knew what 
it meant before. Sometimes I wish that my cousin had hit me 
instead of my hitting him, and that I was dead and buried, clean 
out of the way. Alston, who was my second in that unhappy 
affair, and with whom I* am going up-country shooting, has 
been most kind to mo, and has introduced me to a good many 
people here. They are very hospitable— everybody is hospitable 
•in a colony ; but somehow a hundred new faces cannot make up 
for one old one, and I should think old Atterleigh a cheerful 
companion beside the best of them. What is more, I feel my- 



125 


Jeremy's Idea of a Shaking. 

self an impostor intruding myself on them under an assumed 
name. Good-bye, my dear uncle. It would be difficult for me 
to explain how grateful I am for your goodness to me. Love to 
dear Doll and Jeremy. 

“ Ever your affectionate nephew, E. K.” 

All the party at D urn’s Ness were much touched by this 
letter, more especially Dorothy, who could not bear to think of 
Ernest all alone out there in that strange far-off land. Her ten- 
der little heart grew all alive with love and sorrow as she lay 
awake at night and thought of him travelling over the great 
African plains, feho got all the books that were to be had 
about South Africa and read them, so that she might be the 
better able to follow his life in her thoughts. One day when 
Florence came to see her she read her part of Ernest’s letter, 
and when she had finished was astonished to see a tear in her 
visitor’s keen eyes. She liked Florenco tho better for that tear. 
Could she have seen the conflict that was raging in the fierce 
heart of the woman before her, she would have started from her 
as though she had been a poisonous snake. The letter touched 
Florence — touched her to the quick. The tale of Ernest’s lone- 
liness almost overcame her resolution, for she alone knew why 
lie was so utterly lonely, and what it was that crushed him. 
Had Ernest alone been concerned, it is probable that she would 
then and thero have thrown up her cruel gamo ; but he was not 
alone concerned. There was her sister who had robbed her of 
her lover— her sister whoso loveliness was a standing affront to 
her as her sweetness was a standing reproach. She was sorry 
foe Ernest, and would have been glad to make him happier, but 
as that could only be done by foregoing her revenge upon her 
sister, Ernest must continue to suffer. And after all why 
should he not suffer ? she argued. Did not she suffer ? 

When Florence got home she told Eva about the letter from 
her lover, but she said nothing of his evident distress. He was 
making friends, he expected great pleasure jfrom lAs shooting- 
altogether he was getting on well. 

Eva listened, hardened her heart, and went out district visit- 
ing with Mr. Plowden. 

Time went on, agd no letters came from Ernest. One 
month, two months, six months passed, and there was no intel- 
ligence of him. Dorothy grew very anxious, and lo did Mr. 
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Cardus, but they did not speak of tlio matter much, except to 
remark that the reason no doubt was that he was away on his 
shooting excursion. 

Jeremy also, in his slow way, grew intensely preoccupied 
with the fact that they never heard from Ernest now, and that 
life was consequently a blank. TIo sat upon the stool in his 
uncle’s outer office and made pretence to copy deeds and drafts, * 
but in reality occupied his time in assiduously polishing his nails 
and thinking. As for the deeds and drafts, he gave them to his 
grandfather to copy. “ It kept the old gentleman employed,” 
he would explain to Dorothy, “and from indulging in bad 
thoughts about the devil.” 

But it was one night out duck-shooting that his great inspi- 
ration came. It was a bitter night, a night on which no sane 
creature except Jeremy would ever have dreamed of going 
to shoot ducks cr anything else. The marshes wore partially 
frozen, and a fierco cast wind was blowing across them ; but 
utterly regardless of the cold, there sat Jeremy under the lee of 
a dike bank, listening for the souud of the ducks’ wings as they 
passed to tlieir feeding-grounds, and occasionally getting a shot 
at them as they crossed the moon above him. There were not 
many ducks, aud tbo solitude and silence were inductive to con- 
templation. Ernest did not write. Was he dead? Not pro- 
bable, or they would have heard of it. Where was he, then ? 
Impossible to say, impossible to discover. Was it impossible? 

“ Swish, swish , hang /” and down came a mallard at his feet. A 
quick shot, that ! Yes, it was impossible; they had no means 
of inquiry here. The inquiry, if any, must be made there, on 
the other side of the water. But who was to make it ? Ah ! 
an idea struck him. Why should not he, Jeremy, make that 
inquiry ? Why should ho not go to South Africa and look for 
Ernest? A flight of duck passed over his head unheeded. 
What did ho care for duck ? lie had solved the problem which 
had been troubling him all these months. He would go to South 
Africa and lobk for'Ernest. If Mr. Cardus would not give him 
the money, he would work his way out. Anyhow he would go. 
He could bear the suspense no longer. 

Jeremy rose in the new-found strength of his purpose, and 
gathering up the slain — there were only Jilirce — whistled to his 
retriever, and made his way back to Bum’s Ness. 

He found Mr. Cardus and Dorothy by the fire in the sitting- 
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room. Hard-riding Atterleigh was there too, in his place in tho 
ingle-nook, a riding-whip in his ink-stained hand, with which 
he was tapping his top-boot. They turned as he entered, except 
his grandfather, who did not hear him. 

“ What sport have you had, Jeremy ?” asked his sister, with 
a sad little smile. Her face had grown very sad of late. 

“ Three ducks,” he answered shortly, advancing his power- 
ful form out of the shadows into the firelight. “ T came home 
just as they were beginning to fly.” 

“You found it cold, I suppose?” said Mr. Cardus absently. 
They had been talking of Ernest, and ho was still thinking of 
him. 

“ No, I did not think of the cold. I came home because I 
had an idea.” 

Both his hearers looked up surprised. Ideas were not very 
common to Jeremy, or if they were he kept them to himself. 

“Well, Jeremy?” said Dorothy inquiringly. 

“ Well, it is this. I cannot stand thiR about Ernest any 
longer, and I am going to look for him. If you won’t give me 
the money,” he went on, addressing Mr. Cardus almost fiercely, 
“ I will work my way out. It is no credit to me,” he added ; 
“I lead a dog’s life while I don’t know where ho is.” 

Dorothy flushed a pale pink with pleasure. Rising, she 
went up to her great strong brother, and standing on tip- toe, 
managed to kiss him on the chin. 

* That is like you, Jeremy dear,” she said softly. 

Mr. Cardus looked up too, and after his fashion let his eyes 
wander round Jeremy before he spoke. 

“ You shall have as much money as you like, Jeremy,” he 
said presently j M and if you bring Ernest back safe, I will leave 
you twenty thousand pounds and he struck his hand down 
upon his knee, an evidence of excitement which it was unusual 
for him to display. 

“ I don’t want your twenty thousand pounds — I want Er- 
nest,” answered the young man gruffly. * * 

“ No. I know you don’t, my lad ; I know you don’t. But 
find him and keep him safe, and you shall have it. Money is 
not to be sneezed at, let me tell you. I say keep him, for £ 
forgot you cannot bring him back till this accursed business had 
blown over. When vftll you go ?” * 

“ By the next mail, of course. They leave every Friday ; I 
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will not waste a day. To-day is Saturday; 1 will sail next 
Friday.” 

u That is right ; you shall go at once. I will give you a 
cheque for 500/. to-morrow, and mind, Jeremy, you are not to 
spare money. If he has gone to the Zambesi, you must follow 
him. Never think of the money ; I will think of that.” 

Jeremy soon made his preparations. They consisted chiefly 
of rifles. He was to leave Dum’s Ness early on the Thursday. 
On the Wednesday afternoon it occurred to him that he might 
as well tell Eva Ceswick that he was going in search of Ernest, 
and ask if she had any message. Jeremy was the only person, 
or thought that he was the only person, in the secret of Ernest’s^, 
affection for Eva. Ernest had asked him to keep it secret, 
and ho had kept it as secret as the dead, never breathing a word 
of it, even to his sister. 

It was about five o’clock on a windy March afternoon when 
he set out for the Cottage. On the edge of the hamlet of Kes- 
terwick, some three hundred yards from the cliff, stood two or 
three little hovels, turning their naked faces to the full fury of 
the sea-blast. He was drawing near to these when he came to a 
stile which gave passage over a sod wall that ran to the edge of 
the cliff, marking the limits of the village common. As he 
approached the stile the wind brought him the sound of voices 
— a man’s and a woman’s, engaged apparently in angry dispute 
on the farther side of the wall. Instead of getting over the 
stile, he stepped to the right and looked over the wall, and saw 
the new clergyman, Mr. Plowden, standing with his back towards 
him, and, apparently very much against her will, holding Eva 
Ceswick by the hand. Jeremy was too far off to overhear his 
words, but from his voice it was clear that Plowden was talking 
in an excited, masterful tone. Just then Eva turned her head 
a little, and he did hear what she said, her voice being so much 
clearer : 

“ No, Mr. Plowden, no ! Let go my hand. Ah, why will you 
not take an aflswer ?” 

J ust at that moment she succeeded in wrenching her im- 
prisoned hand from his strong grasp, and without waiting for 
any more words, set off towards Kesterwick almost at a run. 

Jeremy was a man of slow mind, though when once his mind 
was made mi, it was of a singularly determined nature. At first 
je did not quite take in the full significance of the scene, but 
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when he did a great red flush spread over his honest face, and 
the big gray eyes sparkled dangerously. Presently Mr. Plow- 
den turned and saw him. J eremy noticed that the “ sign of the 
cross ” was remarkably visible on his forehead, and that his face 
wore an expression by no means pleasant to behold— anything 
but Christian, in short. 

“ Hullo !” he said to Jeremy ; “ what are you doing there ?” 

Before answering, Jeremy put his hand on the top of the 
sod wall, and vaulting over, walked straight up to the clergy- 
man. 

“ I was watching you,” he said, looking him straight in the 
eyes. 

“ Indeed ! — an honourable employment ; eavesdropping I 
think it is gonerally called.” 

Whatever had passed between Mr. Plowden and Eva Ceswick, 
it had clearly not improved the former’s temper. 

“ wliat do you mean ?” 

“ I mean what I say.” 

“ Well, Mr. Plowden, I may as well tell you what I mean ; I 
am not good at talking, but I know that I shall bo able to make 
you understand. I saw you just now assaulting Miss Ceswick.” 

“It is a lie!” 

11 That is not a gentlemanlike word, Mr. Plowden, but as you 
are not a gentleman I will overlook it.” Jeremy, after the dan- 
gerous fashion of the Anglo-Saxon race, always got wonderfully 
cool as a row thickened. “ I repeat that I saw you holding her, 
notwithstanding her struggles to get away.” 

“ And what is that to you, confound you !” said Mr. Plow- 
den, shaking with fury, and raising a thick stick he held in his 
hand in a suggestive manner. 

“Don’t lose your temper, and you shall hear. Miss Eva 
Ceswick is engaged to my friend Ernest Kershaw, or something 
very like it, and, as he is not here to look after his own interests, 
I must look after them for him.” 

“ Ah, yes,” answered Mr. Plowden, with a ghastly smile, “ I 
have heard of that. The murderer, you mean ?” 

“I recommend you, Mr. Plowden, in your own interest,. to 
be a little more careful in your terms.” 

“ And supposing that there has been something between your* 
— your friend — ” • 

“ Much better term, Mr. Plowden.” 
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“ And Miss Eva Cekwick, what, I should like to know, is 
there to prevent her having changed her mind ?” 

Jeremy laughed aloud, it must be admitted rather insolently, 
and in a way calculated to irritate people of meeker mind than 
Mr. Plowden. 

“ To any one, Mr. Plowden, who has the privilege of your 
acquaintance, and who also knows Ernest Kershaw, your ques- 
tion would seem absurd. You see, there are some people 
between whom there can be no comparison. It is not possible 
that, after caring for Ernest, any woman could care for you 
and Jeremy laughed again. 

Mr. Plowdcn’s thick lips turned quite pale, the veinous cross 
upon his forehead throbbed till Jeremy thought that it would 
burst, and his eyes shone with the concentrated light of hate. 
His vanity was his weakest point. He controlled himself with 
an effort, however, though if there had been any deadly weapon 
at hand it might have gone hard with Jeremy. 

“ Perhaps you will explain the meaning of your interference ■ 
and your insolence, and let mo go on.” 

u 0, with pleasure,” answered Jeremy, with refreshing cheer- 
fulness. “ It is just this : if I catch j ou at any such tricks again, 
you shall suffer for it. One cant thrash a clergyman, and one 
can’t fight him, because he won’t fight ; but look here, one can 
shake him, for that leaves no marks ; and if you go on with these 
game*, so sure as my name is Jeremy Jones, I will shake your 
teeth dor a your throat ! Good-night I” and Jeremy turned 
to go. 

It is nco wise to turn one’s back upon an infuriated animal, 
and at that moment Mr. Plowden was nothing more. Even as 
he turned, Jeremy remembered this, and gave himself a slew to 
one side. It was fortunate for him that he did so, for at that 
moment Mr. Plowden’s heavy blackthorn stick, directed down- 
wards with all the strength of Mr. Plowden’s powerful arm, 
passed within ‘i few inches of his head, out of which, had ho not 
turned, it would have probably knocked the brains. As it was, 
"truck the ground wjth such force that the jar sent it flying 
out of owner’s hands. 

. “-Mb you would!” was Jeremy's reflection as he sprang at 
his ^swulanfc. 

Now Plowden was a Tory powerful man, but he was no 
match for Jeremy, who in after days came to be known as the 
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strongest man in the east of England, and so he was destined 
to find out. Once Jeremy got a grip of him — for his respect 
for the Church prevented him from trying to knock him down 
—he seemed to crumple up like a piece of paper in his iron 
grasp. Jeremy could easily have thrown him, but he would 
not ; he had his own ends in view. So he just held him tight 
enough to prevent him doing him (Jeremy) any serious injury, 
and let him struggle frantically till he thought he was sufficiently 
exhausted for his purpose ; then he suddenly gave him a violent 
twist, got behind him, and set to work with a will to fulfil his 
promise of a shaking. O, what a shake that was ! First of all 
he shook him backwards and forwards for Ernest’s sake, then he 
alternated the motion and shook him from side to side for his 
own sake, and finally he shook him every possible way for the 
sake of Eva Ceswick. 

It w£s a wonderful sight to sec the great burly clergyman, 
his hat off, his white tie undone, and his coat-tails waving like 
streamers, bounding and gambolling on the breezy cliffs, his 
head, legs, and anus jerking in every possible direction, liko 
those of a galvanised frog ; while behind him, his legs slightly 
apart to get a better grip of the ground, and his teeth firmly 
clinched, Jeremy shook away with the fixity of Fate. 

At last, getting exhausted, he stopped, and, holding Mr. 
Plowden still, gave him a drop-kick — only one. But Jeremy’s 
leg was very strong, and he always wore thick boots, and the 
result was startling. Mr. Plowden rose some inches off the 
ground, and went on his face into a furzo-bush. 

“ He will hardly liko to show that honourable wound," 
reflected Jeremy, as he wiped the perspiration from his brow 
with every sign of satisfaction. 

Then ho went and picked his fallen enemy out of the bush, 
where he had nearly fainted, smoothed his clothes, tied the 
white tie as neatly as he could, and put the wide hat on the 
dishovel] ed hair. Then ho sat him down on tfc^ ground to 
recover himself. 

“ Good-night, Mr. .Plowden, good-night. Next time you 
wish to hit a man with a big stick, do not wait till his back is 
turped. Ah, I daresay your head aches. I should advise you to • 
go homo and have a nite sleep.” * t 

And Jeremy departed on his way, filled with a fearful joy. 

When l*e reached the Cottage he found everything in a state 
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of confusion. Miss Ceswick had, it appeared, been suddenly 
taken very seriously ill ; indeed, it was feared that she had got 
a stroke of apople xy. He managed, however, to send up a 
message to Eva to say that he wished to speak to her for a 
minute. Presently she came down, crying. 

“ O, my poor aunt is so dreadfully ill,” she said. “ We think 
that she is dying 1” 

Jeremy offered some awkward condolences, and indeed was 
much distressed. He liked old Miss Ceswick. 

“ I am going to South Africa to-morrow, Miss Eva,” he 


said. 

She started violently, and blushed up to her hair. 

“ Going to South Africa ! What for ?” 

“ I am going to look for Ernest. We are afraid that some- 
thing must have happened to him.” 

“ O, don’t say that !” she said. “ Perhaps he h&s — amuse- 
ments which prevent his writing.” 

“ I may as well tell you that I saw something of what passed 
between you and Mr. Plow den.” 

Again Eva blushed. 

“ Mr. Plowdeu was very rude,” she said. 

,l So I thought ; but I think that he is sorry for it now.” 

“ What do you mean ?” 

“ I mean that I nearly shook his ugly head off for him.” 

w O, how could you?” Eva asked severely ; but there was no 
severity on her face. 

Just then Florence’s voice was heard calling imperatively. 

w I must go,” said Eva. 

“ Have you any message for Ernest if I find him ?” 

Eva hesitated. 

“ I know all about it,” said Jeremy, considerately turning his 
head. 

“ O no, I have no message-— that is — O, tell him that I love 
him dearly^'' and she turned and fled up-stairs. 
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CHAPTER XXI. 

FLORENCE ON MARRIAGE. 

Miss Oeswick’s seizure turned out to be even worse than, 
was anticipated. Once she appeared to regain consciousness, 
and began to mutter something ; then she sank back into a torpor, 
out of which she never woke again. 

It was fortunate that her condition was not such as to 
require the services of the clergyman ; for Mr. Plowden was 
for some days after the events described in the last chapter not 
in any condition to give them. Whether it was the shaking or 
the well-planted kick or the shock to his system it is impossible 
to say, but he was in the upshot constrained to keep his bed for 
several days. Indeed, the first service that he took was on the 
occasion of the opening of the ancient Ceswick vault tc receive 
the remaths of the recently-doceased lady. The only territorial 
possession which remained to the Ceswicks was their vault. 
Indeed, as Florence afterwards remarked to her sister, there was 
a certain irony in the reflection that of all their wide acres there 
remained only the few square feet of soil which for centuries 
bad covered the bones of the race. 

When their aunt was dead and buried the two girls went 
back to the Cottage, and were very desolate. They had both 
of them loved the old lady in their separate ways, more especially 
Florence, both because she possessed the deeper nature of the 
two and because she had lived the ’ongest with her. 

But the grief of youth at the departure of age is not incon- 
solable, and after a month or so they had conquered the worst 
of their sorrow. Then it was that the question what they were 
to do came prominently to the fore. Such little property as 
their aunt had possessed was equally divided between them, 
and the Cottage left to their joint use. This gave them enough 
to live on in their quiet way, but it undoubtedly left them in a 
very lonely and unprotected position. Such as it was, however, 
they, or rather Florence— for she managed all tlfe business — 
decided to make the best of it. At Kesterwick they were, at 
any rate, known, and it was, they felb, better to stay there than 
to float away and become waifs and strays on the great sea of 
English life. So they f settled to stay. 

Florence had, moreover, her own reasons for staying* She 
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had come to the conclusion that it would be desirable that her 
sister Eva should marry Mr. Plowden. Not that she liked Mr. 
Plowden — her lady’s instincts rose up in rebellion against the 
man — but if Eva did not marry him, it was probable that she 
would in the long-run marry Ernest, and Ernest, Florence swore, 
she should not marry. To prevent such a marriage was the main 
purpose of her life. Her jealousy and hatred of her sister had 
become a part of herself ; the gratification of her revenge was 
the evil star by which she shaped her course. It may seem a ter- 
rible thing that so young a woman could give the best energies 
of her life to such a purpose, but it was none the less the truth. 

Hers was a wild strange nature, a nature capable of violent 
love and violent hate ; the same pendulum could swing with 
equal ease to each extieme. Eva had robbed her of her lover ; 
she would rob Eva, and put the prize out of her reach, too. 
Little she recked of the wickedness of her design ; for where 
in the long record of human crime is there a wickedness to 
surpass the deliberate separation, for no good reason, of two 
people who love each other with all their hearts? Surely 
there is none. She knew this, but she did not hesitate on that 
account. She was not hypociitical. She made no excuses to 
herself. She knew well that on ever} 7 ground it was best that 
Eva should marry Ernest, and pursue her natural destiny, happy 
in his love and in her own. But she would have none of it. If 
once they should meet again, the game would pass out of her 
hands ; for the weakest woman grows strong of purpose when 
she has her lover’s arm to lean on. Florence realised this, and 
determined that they should never set eyes on each other until 
an impassable barrier, in the shape of Mr. Plowden, had been 
raised between the two. Having thus finally determined on 
the sacrifice, she set about whetting the knife. 

One day, a month or so after Miss Ceswick was buried, Mr. 
Plowden called at the Cottage on some of the endless details 
of which district- visiting was the parent. He had hardly seen 
Eva since that never-to-be-forgotten day, when ho had learned 
what Jeremy’s ideas of a shaking were, for the very good reason 
that Bhe had carefully kept out of his way. 

So it came to pass that when, looking out of the window on 
ttye afternoon in question, she saw the crown of a clerical hat 
coming alona the road, Eva promptly gathered up her work and 
ootoamenced £ hasty retreat to her bedroom. 
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“Where are you going to, Eva ?” asked her sister. 

“ Up-stairs — here he comes.” 

“‘He’! who is ‘he’?” 

“ Mr. Plowden, of course.” 

“ And why should you run away because Mr. Plowden is 
coining ?” 

“ I do not like Mr. Plowden.” 

“ Really, Eva, you are too bad. You know what a friendless 
position we are in just now, and you go and get up a dislike to 
one of the few men we know. It is very selfish of you, and 
most unreasonable.” 

At that moment the front-door bell rang, and Eva fled. 

Mr. Plowden on entering looked round the room with a 
somewhat disappointed air. 

“ If you are looking for my sister,” said Florence, “ she is not 
very well.” 

“ Iifdeed, I am afraid that her health is not good ; she is so 
often indisposed.” 

Florence smiled, and they dropped into the district- visiting. 
Presently, however, Florence dropped out again. 

“By the way, Mr. Plowden, I want to tell you of some- 
thing I heard the other d,iy, and which concerns you. Indeed, 
I think that it is only right that I should do so. I heard that 
you were seen talking to my sister, not very far from the Tithe- 
burgh Abbey cottages, and that she — she ran away .from you. 
Then Mr. Jones jumped over the wall, and also began to talk 
with you. Presently he also turned, and, so said my informant, 
you struck at him with a heavy stick, but missed him. There- 
upon a tussle ensued, and you got the worst of it.” 

“ He irritated me beyond all endurance,” broke in Mr. Plow- 
den excitedly. 

“ O, then the story is true ?” 

Mr. Plowden saw that he had made a fatal mistake ; but it 
was too late to deny it. 

“ To a certain extent,” he said sulkily. “ That young ruffian 
told me that I was not a gentleman.” * 

“ Really ! Of course that was unpleasant. But how glad 
you must feel that you missed him,* especially as his back was 
turned ! It would have looked so bad for a clergyman to bo 
had up for assault, ?r worse, wouldn’t it ?” . 

Mr. Plowden turned pale, and bit his lip. He (began feel 
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that he was in the power of this quiet, dignified young woman, 
and the feeling was not pleasant. 

“ And it would not look very well if the story got round 
here, would it ? I mean even if it was not known that you hit 
at him with the stick when he was not looking, because, you* 
see, it would sound so absurd ! The idea of a clergyman more 
than six feet, high being shaken like a naughty child ! I suppose 
that Mr. Jones is very strong.” 

Mr. Plowden winced beneath her mockery, and rising, seized 
his hat ; but she motioned him back to his chair. 

“ Don’t go yet,” she said. “ I wanted to tell you that you 
ought to be much obliged to me for thinking of all this for you. 
I thought that it would be painful to you to have the story all 
over the country-side, so I nipped it in the bud.” 

Mr. Plowden groaned in spirit. If these were the results of a 
story nipped in the bud, what would its uninjured bloom be like? 

“Who told you ?” he asked brusquely. “ Jones went away.” 

“ Yes. How glad you must be, by the way, that he is gone ! 
But it was not Mr. Jones, it was a person who oversaw the dif- 
ference of opinion. No, never mind who it was ; I have found 
means to silence that person.” 

Little did Mr. Plowden guess that during the whole course 
of his love-scene, and the subsequent affair with Jeremy, there 
had leaned gracefully in an angle of the sod wall, not twenty 
yards away, a figure uncommonly resembling that of an ancient 
mariner in an attitude of the most intense and solemn con- 
templation ; but so it was. 

“ I am grateful to you, Miss Ceswick.” 

“ Thank you, Mr. Plowden, it is refreshing to meet with true 
gratitude, it is a scarce flower in this world ; but really I don’t 
deserve any. The observer who oversaw the painful scone 
between you and Mr. Jones also oversaw a scene preceding it, 
that, so far as I can gather, seems to have been hardly less 
painful in its way.” 

Mr. Plowden coloured, but said nothing. 

“ Now you see, Mr. Plowden, I am left in a rather peculiar 
position as regards my sister ; she is younger than I am, and 
has always been accustomed to look up to me, so, as you will 
easily understand, I feel my responsibilities to weigh upon me. 
Consequently |I feel bound to ask you what } am to understand 
from the report of my informant ?” 
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“ Simply this, Miss Ceswick : I proposed to your sister, and 
she refused me.” 

“ Indeed ! you were unfortunate that afternoon.” 

“Miss Ceswick,” went on Mr. Plowden, after a pause, “if I 
could find means to induce your sister to change her verdict, 
would my suit have your support ?” 

Florence raised her piercing eyes from her work, and for a 
second fixed them on the clergyman’s face. 

“ That depends, Mr. Plowden.” 

“ I am well off,” he went on eagerly, “ and I will tell you a 
secret. I have bought the advowson of this living ; I happened 
to hear that it was going, and got it at a bargain. I don’t think 
that Halfords life is worth five years’ purchase.” 

“ Why do you want to marry Eva, Mr. Plowden ?” asked 
Florence, ignoring this piece of information ; “ you are not in 
love with her?” 

“ In lc?ve ! No, Miss Ceswick. I don’t think that sensible 
men fall in love ; they leave that to boys and women.” 

“ O ! Then why do you want to marry Eva ? It will be 
best to tell me frankly, Mr. Plowden.” 

He hesitated, and then came to the conclusion that, with a 
person of Florence’s penetration, frankness was the best game. 

“Well, as you must know, your sister is an extraordinarily 
beautiful woman.” 

“And would therefore form a desirable addition to your 
establishment ?” 

“ Precisely,” said Mr. Plowden. “ Also,” he went on, “ she 
is a distinguished -looking woman, and quite the lady.” 

Florence shuddered at the phrase. 

“And would therefore give you social status, Mr. Plow- 
den?” 

“ Yes. She is* also sprung from an ancient family.”- 

Florence smiled, and looked at Mr. Plowden with an air 
that said more plainly than any words, “ Which you clearly are 
not.” 

“ In short, I am anxious to get married, and I admire your 
sister Eva more than anybody I ever saw.” 

“All of which are very satisfactory reasons, Mr. Plowden ; 
all you have to do is to convince my sister of the many advan- . 
tageB you have to offer 4ier, and — to win her affectioi^.” 

“ Ah, Miss Ceswick, that is just the point. She told me that 
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her affections are already irredeemably engaged, and that Bhe 
had none to give. If only I have the opportunity, however, I 
shall hope to be able to distance my rival.” 

Florence looked at him scrutinisingly as she answered, 

“ You do not know Ernest Kershaw, or you would not be so 
confident.” 

“ Why am I not as good as this Ernest ?” he asked ; for 
Florence’s remark, identical as it was with that of Jeremy, 
wounded his vanity intensely. 

“ Well, Mr. Plowden, I do not want to be rude, but it is 
impossible for me to conceive a woman’s affections being won 
away from Ernest Kershaw by you. You are so very dif- 
ferent" 

If Mr. Plowden wanted a straightforward answer, he had 
certainly got it. For some moments he sat in sulky silence, and 
’ then he said, 

“I suppose, if that is the case, there is nothing to be 
done.” 

“ I never said that. Women are frequently married whose 
affections are very much engaged elsewhere. You know how 
they win tlieir wives in savage countries, Mr. Plowden : they 
catch them. Marriage by capture is one of the oldest institu- 
tions in the world.” 

“Well !” 

“ Well, the same institution still obtains in England, only we 
don’t call it by that name. Do you suppose that no women 
are hunted down nowadays ? Ah, very many are ; the would- 
be husband heads the pack, and all the loving relatives swell its 
cry.” 

“ You mean that your sister can be hunted down,” he said 
bluntly. 

“ I ! I mean nothing, except that the persistent suitor on 
the spot often has a better chance than the lover at a distance, 
however dear he may be.” 

Then Mr^ Plowden took his leave. Florence watched him 
walking down the garden-path. 

“I am glad Jeremy shook you soundly,” she said aloud. 
“Poor Eva 1” 
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CHAPTER XXII. 

MR. PLOWDEN GOES A-WOOING. 

Mr. Plowden was not a suitor to let the grass grow under ' 
his feet. As ho once took the trouble to explain to Florence, 
he considered that there was nothing like boldness in wooing, 
and he acted up to his convictions. Possessing no more deli- 
cacy of feeling than a bull-elephant, and as much consideration 
for the lady as the elephant has for the lily it tramples under- 
foot, he, figuratively speaking, charged at Eva every time he 
saw her. He laid wait for her round corners, and asked her to’ 
marry him ; ho dropped in on her at odd hours, and insisted 
upon her marrying him. It was quite useless for her to say, 

“ No, no, no,” or to appeal to his better feelings or compassion, 
for he had none. He simply would not listen to her ; but, 
encouraged thereto by the moral support which he received 
from Florence, he crushed the poor girl with his amorous elo- 
quence. 

It was a merry chase that Florence sat and watched with a 
dark smile on her scornful lip. In vain did the poor white doe 
dash along at her best speed ; the great black hound was ever at 
her flank, and each time she turned came bounding at her 
throat. This idea of a chase, and a hound, and a doe took such 
a strong possession of Florence’s saturnine imagination, that 
she actually made a drawing of it, for she was a clever artist, 
throwing, by a few strokes of her pencil, a perfect likeness of 
Mr. Plowden into the fierce features of the hound. The doe 
she drew with Eva’s dark eyes, and when she had done them 
there was such a world of agony in their tortured gaze that she 
could not bear to look at them, and tore her picture up. 

One day Florence came in, and found her sister weeping. 

“ Well, Eva, what is it now ?” she asked contemptuously. 

“ Mr. Plowden,” sobbed Eva. 

“ O, Mr. Plowden again ! Well, my dear, if yqu will be so 
beautiful, and encourage men, you must take the cons&- 
quences.’* 

never encouraged Mr. Plowden.’ f 

“Nonsense, Eva! you will not get me to believe that. If* 
you did not encourage him, he would not go on making love to 
you. Gentlemen are not so fond of being snubbed.” 
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“ Mr. Plowden is not a gentleman,” exclaimed Eva. 

u What makes you say that ?” 

“ Because a gentleman would not persecute one as he does, 
lie will not take No for an answer, and to-day he kissed my 
hand. I tried to get it away from him, but I could not. O, I 
hate him !” 

“I tell you what it is, Eva ; I have no patience with you and 
your fancies. Mr. Plowden is a very respectable man, he is a 
clergyman, and well off, altogether quite the sort of man to 
marry. Ah, Ernest — I am sick of Ernest 1 If he wanted to 
marry you, he should not go shooting people, and then running 
off to South Africa. Don’t you be so silly as to pin your faith 
to a boy like that. He was all very well to flirt with while he 
was here ; now he has made a fool of himself and gone, and 
there is an end of him.” 

“ But, Florence, I love Ernest. I think I love him more 
dearly every day, and I detest Mr. Plowden.” 

“Very likely. I don’t ask you to love Mr. Plowden ; I ask 
you to marry him. What have love and marriage got to do - 
with each other, I should like to know ? If people were always 
to marry the people they loved, things would soon get into a 
pretty mesa. Look here, Eva, as you know, I do not often 
obtrude myself or my own interests, but I think that I have a 
right to be considered a little in this matter. You have now got 
an opportunity of making a home for both of us. There is 
nothing against Mr. Plowden. Why should you not marry him 
as well as anybody else ? Of course, if you choose to sacrifice 
your own ultimate happiness and the comfort of us both to a 
silly whim, I cannot prevent you ; you are your own mistress. 
Only I beg you to disabuse your mind of the idea that you 
could not be happy with Mr. Plowden, because you happen to 
fancy yourself in love with Ernest. Why, in six months you 
will have forgotten all about him.” 

“ But I don’t want to forget about him.” 

“ I daresay not. That is your abominable egotism again. 
But whether you want to or not, you will. In a year or two, 
when you have your own interests and your children—” 

u Florence, you may talk till midnight if you like ; but, once 
and for all, I will not marry Mr. Plowden and* she swept out 
of the room in her stately way. 

Florence laughed softly to herself as she said after her, 
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«0 yes, you will, Eva. I shall be pinning a bride’s veil on 
to that proud head of yours before you are six months older, 
my dear.” 

Florence was quite right ; it was only a question of time and 
cunningly-applied pressure. Eva yielded at last. 

But there is no need for us to follow the finteful story 
through its various stages. If by chance any of the readers of 
this history are curious about them, let them go and study from 
the life. Such cases exist around them, and, so far as the vic- 
tims are concerned, there is a painful monotony in the develop- 
ment of their details and their conclusion. 

And so it came to pass that one afternoon in the early 
summer, Florence, coming in from walking, found Mr. Plowden 
and her sister together in the little drawing-room. The latter 
was very pale, and shrinking with scared eyes and trembling 
limbs \\f> against the mantelpiece, near which she was standing. 
The former; looking big and vulgar, was standing over her and 
trying to take her hand. 

“ Congratulate me, Miss Florence,” he said. u Eva has pro- 
mised to bo mine.” 

“ Has she ?” said Florence coldly. “ How glad you must be 
that Mr. Jones is out of the way !” 

It was not a kind speech, but the fact was there were few 
people in the world for whom Florence had such a complete 
contempt, or whom she regarded with such intense dislike, as 
she did Air. Plowden. The mere presence of the man irritated 
her beyond all bearing. He was an instrument suited to her 
purposes, so she used him ; but she could find it in her heart to 
regret that the instrument was not more pleasant to handle. 

Mr. Plowden turned pale at her taunt, and even in the midst 
of her fear and misery Eva smiled, and thought to herself that 
it was lucky for her hateful lover that somebody else was 11 out 
of the way.” 

Poor Eva 1 

“ Poor Eva !” you think to yourself, my readdt ; 14 there was 
nothing poor about her ; she was weak, she was contemptible.” 

O, paup*' awhile before you say so ! Remember that cir- 
cumstances were against her ; remember that the idea of duty, 
drilled into her breajt and the breasts of her ancestresses from 
generation to generation by the superior animal man, and fated 
as often as not to prove more of a bane than a blessing^was 
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against her ; remember that her sister’s ever-present influence 
overshadowed her, and that her suitors vulgar vitality crushed 
her to the ground. 

“ Yet with it all she was weak,” you say. Well, she ims 
y weak, as weak as you must expect women to be after centuries 
' of tyranny have bred weakness into their very nature. Why 
are women weak ? Because men have made them so. Because 
, the law that was framed by men, and the public opinion which 
' it has been their privilege to direct, have from age to age drilled 
" into them the belief that they are naught but chattels, to be 
owned and played with, existing for their pleasure and their 
passion, and ranking in value somewhere between their houses 
and their oxen. Because men, being the stronger animals, have 
* crushed and forced them into certain moulds, saying, “ Thus 
„ shalt thou be.” Because men have systematically stunted their 
mental growth and denied them their natural rights; "and that 
equality which is theirs before high Heaven. Weak ! — women 
have become weak because weakness is the passport to the 
favour of our sex. They have become foolish because educa- 
tion has been withheld from them and ability discouraged ; they 
have become frivolous because frivolity has been declared' to be 
the natural mission of woman. There is no male simpleton who 
does not like to have a bigger simpleton than he is to lord it 
over. What would the empty-headed donkeys do if there were 
none emptier-headed than they to reecho their brays? T v uly 
the triumph of the stronger sex has been complete, for it has 
even succeeded in enlisting its victims in its service. The great 
instruments in the suppression of women, and in their retention 
at their present level, are women themselves. And yet before 
we go home and bully our wives and daughters, or to the club 
and sneer at the weaknesses and failings of those of others, let 
us be for a minute just. Which is the superior of the two — the 
woman or the man ? In brute strength we have the advantage, 
but in intellect she is probably our equal, if only we will give 
her fair play.* And in purity, in tenderness, in long-suffering, 
in fidelity, in all the Christian virtues, which is the superior in 
these things ? 0 man, whoever you are, think of your mother 
and your inters ; think of the eyes that first looked love upon 
you* and the h^art.that dreams it still ; th^nk of her who nursed 
yon iu Pekoes?, of her who stood by you in trouble when all 
^ gathers would have none of yon, and then answer l 
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Woman, divinesfc of God’s creatures, golden vessel turned to 
common uses, sweet star made to serve as the drunkard's lamp 
and the profligate’s plaything ; yes, plucked from your native 
skies to be worn alike by the fool, the. knave, and the self-seeker, 
and yet faithful to them all ; to be trod into the dirt by the 
earthy brute, and jeered at by the heartless cynic— how im- 
measurable is the injustice, how vast the wrong that has been 
and is daily being heaped upon you ! 

How much we hear of woman’s duty to man, how little of 
man’s duty to woman 1 how hard wo are upon your sins and 
weaknesses, how tender you are to ours ! 

Surely it will be a happy day for the civilised world when, 
freed at last by the growth of knowledge and the increased 
sense of justice, woman takes her place as man’s equal, no longer 
his vassal and the minister to his wants and pleasures only, bub 
as his equal ; when she brings her fine intellect and enlarged 
capacity to bear upon the questions which hitherto he has been 
pleased to consider his exclusive right, and her trained intelli- 
gence to their solution ; when the social barriers are broken 
down and she is untrammelled in the exercise of her natural 
rights? except by the truer sense of virtue and the stronger 
sense of duty, which even now often elevate her far above our 
heads. 

Poor Eva ! Yes, give her all your pity, but purge it of your 
contempt. It requires that a woman should possess a mind of 
unusual robustness to stand out against circumstances such as 
hemmed her in, and this she did not possess. Nature, which 
had showered physical gifts upon her with such a lavish hand, 
had not given her that most useful of all gifts, the power of 
self-defence. She was made to yield ; but this was her only 
fault. For the rest she was pure as the mountain snow, and 
with a heart of gold. Herself incapable of deceit, it never 
occurred to her to imagine it in others. Sho never suspected 
that Florence could have a motive in her advocacy of Mr. 
Plowden’s cause. On the contrary, she was possessed to the full 
with that idea of duty and self-sacrifice which in some women 
amounts almost to madness. The notion so cleverly started by 
Florence, that she was bound to take this opportunity of giving^ 
her sister a home and the permanent protection of d^brother-in- 
law, had taken a film fiold of her mind. As for the cruel wrong, 
and injustice which her marriage with Mr. Plowden would work 
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to Ernest, it, strange as it may seem, never occurred to her ,to 
consider the matter in that light. She knew what her own 
sufferings were and always must be ; she knew that she would 
rather die than be false to Ernest ; but somehow she never 
looked at the other side of the picture, never considered the 
matter from Ernest’s point of view. After the true womanly 
fashion she was prepared to throw herself under her hideous 
Juggernaut called Duty, and let her inner life, the life of her 
heart, be crushed out of her ; but she never thought of the 
twin life which was welded with her own, and which must be 
crushed too. How curious it is that when women talk so much 
of their duties they often think so little of the higher duty 
which they owe to the man whose whole love they have won, 
and whom they cherish in their misguided hearts ! The only 
feasible explanation of the mystery is, that one of the ideas that 
lias been persistently drilled into the female breast is that men 
have not any real feelings. It is vaguely supposed that they 
will “ get over it.” However this may be, when a woman decides 
to do violence to her natural feelings and contracts herself into 
an unholy marriage, the lover whom she deserts is generally 
the last person to be considered. Poor wretch! he will, no 
doubt, a get over it.” 

Fortunately, many do. 


CHAPTER XXIIL 

OVER THE WATER. 

Mr. Alston and Ernest carried out their plans as regards 
sport. They went up to Lydenburg and had a month’s wilder- 
beeste and blcsbok shooting within three days* “ trek ” with an 
ox- wagon from that curious little town. The style of life was 
quite new to Ernest, and he enjoyed it much. They had an ox- 
wagon and a span of sixteen “ salted ” oxen, that is, oxen which 
will not die^of lung- sickness, and in this lumbering vehicle they 
travelled about wherever fancy or the presence of buck took 
them. Mr. Alston and his boy Roger slept in the wagon, and 
Ernest in a little tent which was pitched every night alongside, 
and nevef did he sleep sounder. There was a freshness and 
freedom about the life which charmed lnm, It is pleasant after 
the day’s shooting or travelling to partake of the hearty meal f 
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of which the piece de resistance generally consists of a stew com- 
pounded indiscriminately of. wilderbeeste-beef, bustard, par- 
tridges, snipe, rice, and compressed vegetables — a dish, by the 
way, which is, if properly cooked, fit to set before a king. And 
then comes the pipe, or rather a succession of pipes, and the talk 
over the day’s sport, and the effect of that long shot, and the 
hunting-yarn that it “reminds me” of. And after the yarn 
the well-known square bottle is produced, and the tin pannikins, 
out of which you have been drinking tea, are sent to the spring 
down in tho hollow to be washed by the Zulu M voorlooper,” who 
objects to going because of the “ spooks ” (ghosts) which he is 
credibly informed inhabit that hollow ; and you indulge in your 
evening “ tot,” and smoke more pipes, and talk or ruminate as 
the fancy takes you. And then at hist up comas the splendid 
African moon like a radiant queen rising from a throne of inky 
cloud, flooding the whole wide veldt with mysterious light, and 
reveals the long lines of game slowly travelling to their feeding- 
grounds along the ridges of the rolling plain. 

Well, “ one more drop,” and then to bed, having come to 
the admirable decision (so easy to make over-night, so hard to 
adhero to when the time comes) to “ trek from the yoke ” at 
daivn. And then, having undressed yourself outside, all except 
the flannel shirt in which you are going to sleep — for there is no 
room to do so inside— you stow your clothes and boots away 
under your mackintosh sheet — for clothes wet through with 
dew are unpleasant to wear before the sun is up — and creep on 
your hands and knees into your little tenement, and wriggle 
between the blankets. 

For a while, perhaps, you lie so, your pipe still between your 
lips, and gazing up through the opening of the little tent at two 
bright particular stars shining in tho blue depths above, or watch-* , 
ingthe waving of the tall tambouki-grass as the night- wind goes 
sighing through it. And then, behold ! the cold far stars draw 
near, grow warm with life, and change to Eva’s eyes— if you 
have an Eva— and the yellow tambouki-grass is ter waving 
hair, and the sad whispering of the wind her voice, which speaks 
and tells you that she has come from far across the great seas to 
tell you that she loves you, to lull you to your rest. 

What was it that frighted her so soon? Tho |attling of 
chains and the deep losing of the oxen, rising to bo ready for 
the dawn. It has not come yet ; but it is not for off. Bee, the 

L • 
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gray light begins to gleam upon the oxen’s horns, and far away, 
there in the east, the gray is streaked with primrose. Away 
with dreams, and up to pull the shivering Kafirs from their 
snug lair beneath the wagon, and to givo the good nags, which 
must gallop wilderbeeste all to-day, a double handful of mealies 
before you start. 

Ah ncu-yah-treJe ! the great wagon strains and starts, and 
presently the glorious sun comes up, and you eat a crust of 
bread as you sit on the wagon-box, and wash it down with a 
mouthful of spirit, and feel that it is a splendid thing to get up 
early. 

Then, about half-past eight, comes the halt for breakfast, 
and the welcome tub in the clear stream that you have been 
making for, and, after breakfast, saddle up the nags, take your 
bearings by the kopj<$, and off after that great herd of wilder- 
beeste. 

And so, my reader, day adds itself to day, and each day will 
find you healthier, happier, and stronger than the last. No 
letters, no newspapers, no duns, and no babies. O, think of 
the joy of it, effoto Caucasian, and go buy an ox- wagon and do 
likewise. 

After a month of this life, Mr. Alston came to the conclu- 
sion that there would now be no danger in descending into the 
low country towards Delagoa Bay in search of large game. 
Accordingly, having added to their party another would-be 
Nimrod, a gentleman just arrived from England in search of 
sport, they started. For the first month or so things went very 
well with them. They killed a good quantity of buffalo, koodoo, 
eland, and water-buck, also two giraffes ; but to Ernest’s great 
disappointment did not come across any rhinoceros, and only 
got a shot at one lion, which he missed, though there were 
plenty round them. But soon tho luck turned. First their 
horses died of the terrible scourge of all this part of South 
Africa, the horse- sickness. They had given largo prices for 
them, about seventy pounds each, as “ salted ” animals— that is, 
animals that, having already had the sickness and recovered 
from it, were supposed to be proof against its attacks. But for 
all that they died one after another. This was only the begin- 
ning of ctils. The day after the last horse died, the companion 
who had pined them at Lydenburg wa% taken ill of the fever. 
Mr. Jeffries— -for that was his name — was a very reserved Eng- 
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lish gentleman of good fortune, something over thirty j ears of 
age. Like most people who came into close relationship with 
Ernest, he had taken a considerable fancy to him, and the two 
were, comparatively speaking, intimate. During the first stages 
of his fever, Ernest nursed him like a brother, and was at length 
rewarded by seeing him in a fair way to recovery. On one 
unlucky day, however, Jeffries being so much better, Mr. Alston 
and Ernest went out to try and shoot a buck, as they were short, 
of meat, leaving the camp in charge of the boy Roger. For a 
long while they could find no game, but at last Ernest came 
across a fine bull-eland standing rubbing himself against a 
mimosa thorn- tree. A shot from his express, planted well behind 
41ie shoulder, brought the noble beast down quite dead, and 
having laden the two Kafirs with them with the tongue, liver, 
and as much of the best meat as they could carry, they started 
back for pimp. 

Meanwhile one of the sudden and* tremendous thunder- 
storms peculiar to South Africa came swiftly up against the 
wind, heralding its arrival by a blast of ice-cold air, and pre- 
sently they were staggering along in the teeth of a fearful 
tempest. The whole sky was lurid with lightning, the hills 
echoed with the continuous roll of thunder, and the rain came 
down in sheets. In the thick of it all, exhausted, bewildered, 
and wet to the skin, they reached the camp. There a sad sight 
awaited them. In front of the tent which served as a fiospital 
for Jeffries was a large ant-heap, and on this ant-heap, clad in 
nothing but a flannel shirt, sat Jeffries himself. The rain was 
beating on his bare head and emaciated face, and the ice-cold 
breeze was tossing his dripping hair. One hand he kept raising 
to the sky to let the cold water fall upon it ; the other the boy 
Roger held, and by it vainly attempted to drag him back to the 
tent. But J eff ties was a man of large build, and the little lad 
might as well have tried to drag an ox. 

44 Isn’t it glorious ?” shouted the delirious man, as they came 
up. “ I’ve got cool at last !” * 

44 Yes, and you will soon be cold, poor fellow !” muttered 
Mr. Alston, as they hurried up. 

They gob him back into the tent, and in half an hour he 
was beyond all hope. He did nob rave much, but kept repeating * 
a single word in every ^ossiblo tone. That word was, 

“Alice!" 
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At dawn on the following morning he died with it on his 
lips. Ernest often wondered afterwards who “ Alice ” could be. 

Next day they dug a deep grave under an ancient thorn- 
tree, and reverently laid him to his rest. On his breast they 
piled great stones to keep away the jackals, filling in the cracks 
with earth. 

Then they left him to his sleep. It is a sad task that, 
burying a comrade in the lonely wilderness. 

As they were approaching the wagon again, little Roger 
sobbing bitterly — for Mr. Jeffries had been very kind to him, 
and a first experience of death is dreadful to the young — they 
met the Zulu voorlooper, a lad called Jim, who had been out 
all day watching the cattle as they grazed. He saluted Mr. 
Alston after the Zulu fashion, by lifting tho right arm and 
saying the word “ Inkoos,” and then stood still. 

“ Well, what is it, boy ?” asked Mr. Alston, ^nave you 
lost the oxen ?” 

“No, Inkoos, the oxen are safe at the yoke. It is this. 
When I was .sitting on the kopjd yonder, watching that the 
oxen of the Inkoos should not stray, an Iutombi (young girl) 
from the kraal under the mountain yonder came to me. She 
is the daughter of a Zulu mother who fell into the hands of 
a Basutu dog, and my half-cousin.” 

“Well?” 

“ Inkoos, I have 'met this girl before, I have met her when I 
have been sent to buy 1 maas ’ (buttermilk) at the kraal.” 

“Good!” 

“Inkoos, the girl came to bring heavy news, such as will 
press upon your heart. Secocceni, chief of the Bapcdi, who lives 
over yonder under the Blue Mountains, has declared war against 
the Boers.” 

“I hear.” 

“ Sikukuni wants rifles for his men, such as tho Boers use. 
He has heard of the Inkosis hunting here. To-night he will 
send an Infpi to kill the Inkosis and take their guns.” 

“ These are the words of the Intombi ?” 

“ Yes, Inkoos, these are her very words. She was sitting 
outside the tent grinding * imphi ’ (Kafir corn) for beer, when 
she heardteccocceni’s messenger order her father to call the men 
together to kill us to-night.” 

“ I hear. At what time of the night was the killing to be ?” 
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“ At the first break of the dawn, bo that they may have 
light to take the wagon away by.” 

“ Good ! we shall escape them. The moon will be up in an 
hour, and we can trek away.” 

1 The lad’s face fell. 

“ Alas !” he said, “ it is impossible ; there is a spy watching 
the camp now. He is up there among the rocks ; I saw him as 
I brought the oxen home. If we move he will report it, and 
we shall be overtaken in an hour.” 

Mr. Alston thought for a moment, and then made up his 
mind with the rapidity that characterises men who spend their 
lives in dealing with savage races. 

“Mazooku !” he called to a Zulu who was sitting smoking 
by the camp-fire, a man whom Ernest had hired as his particular 
servant. The man rose and came to him, and saluted. 

He was not a very tall man ; but, standing there nude 
except for the “moocha” round his centre, his proportions, 
especially those of the chest and lower limbs, looked gigantic. 
He had been a soldier in one of Cetywayo’s regiments, but 
having been so indiscreet as to break through some of the Zulu 
marriage laws, had been forced to fly for refuge to Natal, where 
he had become a groom, and picked up a peculiar language, 
which he called English. Even among a people where all the 
men are fearless he bore a reputation for bravery. Leaving 
him standing awhile, Mr. Alston rapidly explained the state of 
the case to Ernest, and what he proposed to do. Theu turning, 
he addressed the Zulu : 

“Mazooku, the Inkoos here, your master, tells me that he 
thinks you a brave man.” 

The Zulu's handsome face expanded into a smile that was 
positively alarming in its extent. 

44 He says that you told him that when you were Cetywayo’s 
man in the Undi Begiment, you once killed four Basutos, who 
set upon you together.” 

Mazooku lifted his right arm and saluted, by way of 
answer, and then glanced slightly at the assegai- wounds on his 
chest. 

41 Well, I tell your master that I do not believe you. It is a 
lie ypu speak to him ; you ran away from Cety wayo bcfcause you 
did not like to fight and be killed as the king's ox, as a brave 
ma n should.” 
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The Zulu coloured up under his duslcy skin, and again 
glanced at his wounds. 

“ 0\v-w !” he said. 

“Bah ! there is no need for you to look at those scratches.; 
they were left by women’s nail3. You are nothing but a woman . 
Silence! who told you to speak? If you are not a woman, 
show it. There is an armed Basutu among those rocks. Ho 
Watches us. Your master cannot eat and sleep in peace when 
he is watched. Take that big ‘bang wan’ (stabbing assegai) 
you are so fond of showing, and kill him, or die a coward ! He 
must make no sound, remember.” 

Mazooku turned towards Ernest for confirmation of the 
order. A Zulu always likes to take his orders straight from his 
own chief. Mr. Alston noticed it, and added : 

“ I am the Inkoosi’a mouthf, and speak his words.” 

Mazooku saluted again, and turning, went to the wagon to 
fetch his assegai. 

“ Tread softly, or you will wake him ; and he will run from 
so great a man,” Mr. Alston called after him sarcastically. 

“ I go among the rocks to seek ‘mouti’” (medicine), the 
Zulu answered with a smile. 

“We arc in a serious mess, my boy ” said Mr. Alston to 
Ernest, “ and it is a toss-up if we get out of it. I taunted that 
fellow so that there may be no mistake about tlie spy. no 
must be killed, and Mazooku would rather die himself than 
not kill him now.” 

“ Would it not have been safer to send another man with 
him?” 

“Yes; but I was afraid that if the scout saw two men 
coming towards him he w ould make off, however innocent they 
might look. Our horses are dead, and if that fellow escapes wo 
shall never get out of this place alive. It would be folly to 
expect Basutos to distinguish between Boers and Englishmen 
when their blood is up ; and besides, Secocoeni has sent orders 
that we are* to be killed, and they would not dare to disobey. 
Look, there goes Mr. Mazooku with an assegai as big as a fire- 
shovel.” 

The l:opj£, or stony hill, where the spy was hid, was about 
three hundred yards from the little hollow in which the camp 
was formed, and across the stretch of b^sby plain between the 
two Mazooku was quietly strolling, his assegai in one hand and 
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two long sticks in the other. Presently he vanished in the 
shadow, for the sun was rapidly setting, and, after what seemed 
"a long pause to Ernest, who was watching liis movements 
through a pair of field-glasses, reappeared walking along the 
shoulder of the hill right against the eky-linc, his eyes fixed 
upon tho ground as though ho were searching among the 
crevices of the rocks for the medical herbs which Zulus prize. 

All of a sudden Ernest saw the stalwart form straighten 
itself and spring, with tho assegai in its hand raised tt> tho 
level of its head, down into a dip, which hid it from jight. 
Then came a pause, lasting perhaps for twenty second*.. On 
the farther sido of the dip was a large flat rock, which was 
straight in a line with tho fiery ball of the setting sun. Sud- 
denly a tall figure sprang up out of the hollow on to this rock, 
followed by another figure, in whom Ernest recognised Mazooku. 
For a moment tho two men, looking from their position like 
figures afire, struggled together on the top of the flat stone, and 
Ernest could clearly distinguish tho quick flash of their spears 
as they struck at each other ; then they vanished together over 
the edge of the stone. 

“ By Jove !” said Ernest, who was trembling with excite- 
ment, “ I wonder how it has ended ?” 

“ We shall know presently,” answered Mr. Alston coolly. 
44 At auy rate, the die is cast one way or other, aud we may as 
web make a bolt for it. Now, you Zulus, down with those 
tents and get the oxen inspanned, and look quick about it, if 
yon don't want a Basutu assegai to send you to join the spirit 
of Chaka ” 

The voorlooper Jim had by this time communicated his 
alarming intelligence to the . driver and other Kafirs, and Mr. 
Alston’s exhortation to look sharp was quite unnecessary. 
Ernest never saw camp struck or oxen inspanned with such 
rapidity before. But before the first tent was fairly down, they 
were all enormously relieved to see Mazooku coming trotting 
cheerfully across the plain, droning a little Zulu sc#ig as he ran. 
His appearance, however, was by no means cheerful, for he was 
perfectly drenched with blood, some of it flowing from a wound 
in his left shoulder, and the rest evidently, till recently, the 
personal property of somebody else. Arrived in frc*at of where* 
Mr. Alston and Errfest were standing, he raided his broad 
assegai, which was still dripping blood, and saluted. 
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“ I hear,” said Mr. Alston. 

“I have done the Inkoosi’s bidding. There were two of 
them ; the first I killed easily in the hollow, but the other, a 
very big man, fought well for a Basutu. They are dead, and I 
threw them into a hole, that their brothers might not find them 
easily.” 

“ Good ! go wash yourself and get your master’s things into 
the wagon. Stop ! let me sew up that cut. How came you to 
be so awkward as to get touched by a Basutu ?” 

“ Inkoos, he was very quick with his spear, and he fought 
like a cat.” 

Mr. Alston did not reply, but, taking a stout needle and 
some silk from a little housewife he earned in his pocket, he 
quickly stitched up the assegai-gash, which, fortunately, was not 
a deep one. Mazooku stood without flinching till the job was 
finished, and then retired to wash himself at the spring. 

The short twilight rapidly faded into darkness, or rather 
into what would have been darkness, had it not been for the 
half -grown moon, which was to serve to light them on their 
path. Then, a large fire having been lit on the site of the camp 
to make it appear as though it were still pitched there, the order 
was given to start. The oxen, obedient to the voice of the 
driver, Btrained at the trek- tow, the wagon creaked and jolted, 
and they began their long flight for life. The order of march 
was as follows : Two hundred yards ahead of the wagon walked 
a Kafir, with strict orders to keep his eyes very wide open 
indeed, and report in the best way possible, under the circum- 
stances, if he detected any signs of an ambush. At the head of 
the long line of cattle, leading the two front oxen by a “ rim,” 
or strip of bullalo-hide, was the Zulu boy Jim, to whose timely 
discovery they owed their lives, and by the side of the wagon 
the driver, a Capo Hottentot, plodded along in fear and trem- 
bling. On the wagon- box itself, each with a Winchester repeat- 
ing rifle on his knees, and keeping a sharp look-out into the 
shadows, satJStr. Alston and Ernest. In the hinder part of the 
wagon, also armed with a rifle and keeping a keen look-out, sat 
Mazooku. The other servants marched alongside, and the boy 
Roger was asleep inside, on the 11 cartle,” or hide bed. 

• And so Miey travelled on hour after hour. Now they bumped 
down terrific hills strewn with bouldess, which would have 
smashed anything less solid than an African ox-wagon to 
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splinters; now they crept along a dark valley, that looked weird 
and solemn in the mooliglit, expecting to see Secocoeni’s Impi 
emerging from every clump of bush ; and now again they 
waded through mountain-streams. At last, about midnight, 
they emerged on to a plain dividing two stretches of mountain- 
ous country, and here they halted for a while to give the oxen, 
which were fortunately in good condition and fat after their 
loDg rest, a short breathing- time. Then on again through the 
long, quiet night, on, still on, till the dawn found them the 
other side of the wide plain at the foot of the mountain- range. 

Here they rested for two hours, and let the oxen fill them- 
selves with the lush grass. They had travelled thirty miles 
since the yokes were put upon their necks— not far according 
to our way of journeying, but very far for cumbersome oxen 
over an almost impassable country. As soon as the sun was 
well up they inspanued again, and hurried forwards, bethinking 
them of Che Basutu horde who would now be pressing on their 
spoor ; on with brief halts through all that day and the greater 
part of the following night, till the cattle began to fall down 
in the yokes — till at last they crossed the boundary and were 
in Transvaal territory. 

When dawn broke, Mr. Alston took the glasses and examined 
the track over which they had fled. There was nothing to be 
seen except a great herd of hartebeest. 

“I think that we are safe now,” he said at last, “and thank 
God*for it. Do you know what those Basutu devils would have 
done if they had caught us ?” 

“What?” 

“ They would have Bkinned us, and made our hearts and 
livers into ‘ mouti * (medicine), and eaten them to give them 
the courage of the white man.” 

“ By Jove l” said Ernest. 
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CIXAPTER XXIV. 

A HOMERIC COMBAT. 

WiiEtf Mr. Alston and Ernest found themselves safe upon 
Transvaal soil, they determined to give up tho idea of following 
any more big game for the present, and to content themselves 
with the comparatively humble wilderbeeste, blosbok, springbok, 
and other small antelopes. T ho plan they pursued was to slowly 
journey from one point of tho country to another, stopping 
wherever they found tho buck particularly plentiful. In this 
way they got excellent sport, and spent several months very 
agreeably, with the further advantage that Ernest obtained con- 
siderable knowledgo of the country and its inhabitants, the 
Boers. 

It was a wild rough life that they led, but by no means a 
lowering one. Tho continual contact with Nature in all her 
moods, and in her wildest shapes, was, to a man of impressionable 
mind liko Ernest, an education in itself. His mind absorbed 
something of the greatness round him, and seemed to grow 
wider and deeper during those months of lonely travel. The 
long struggle, too, with the hundred difficulties which arise in 
wagon-journeys, and the quickness of decision necessary to 
avoid danger or discomfort in such a mode of life, wore of great 
service to him in shaping his character. Nor was he left with- 
out suitable society, for in his companion he found a friend* for 
whose talents and intelligence he had the highest respect. 

Mr. Alston was a very quiet individual ; he never said a 
thing unless he had first considered it in all its bearings-; but 
when he did say it, it was always well worth listening to. He 
was a man who had spent his life in the closest observation of 
human nature in the rough. Now you, my reader, may *think 
that there is a considerable difference between human nature 
41 in the rough,” as exemplified by a Zulu warrior stalking out of 
his kraal in a kaross and brandishing an assegai, and yourself, 
say, strolling up the steps of your club in a frock-coat, and 
twirling one of Brigg’s umbrellas. But, as a matter of fact, 
the difference is of a most superficial character, bearing tho 
same proportion to the common substance that the furniture 
polish dot* to the table. Scratch the polish, and there you have 
best raw Zulu human nature. Indeed, to anybody who haa 
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taken the trouble to study the question, it is simply absurd to 
observe how powerless high civilisation has been to do anything 
more than veneer that raw material, which remains identical in 
each case. 

To return. The result of Mr. Alston’s observations had 
been to make him an extremely shrewd companion, ancl an 
excellent judge of men and tlieir affairs. There were few sub- 
jects which he had not quietly considered during all the years 
that ho had been trading or shooting or serving the Government 
in one capacity or another ; and Ernest was astonished tt> find, 
although he had only spent some four months of his life 
in England, how intimate was his knowledge of the state of 
political parties, of the great social questions of the day, and 
even of matters connected with literature and art. It is not too 
much to say that it was from Mr. Alston that Ernest imbibed 
principles on all these subjects which he never deserted in after- 
life, and which subsequent experience proved to be for the most 
part sound. 

And thus, between shooting and philosophical discussion, the 
time passed on pleasantly enough, till at length they drew near 
to Pretoria, the capital of the Transvaal, where they had decided 
to go and rest the oxen for a month or two before making 
arrangements for a real big-game excursion up towards Central 
Africa. They struck into the Pretoria road just above a town 
called Heidelberg, about sixty miles from the former place, and 
proceeded by easy stages towards their destination. 

A§ they went on, they generally found it convenient to out* 
span at spots which it was evident had been used for the same 
purpose by some wagon which was travelling one stage ahead 
of them. So frequently did this happen, that during their first 
five or six out spans they were able on no less than three occa- 
sions to avail themselves of the dying fires of their predecessors* 
camp. This was a matter of lively interest to Ernest, who 
always did cook ; and a very good cook ho became. One of tbo 
great bothers of South African travelling is the ^ire question. 
Indeed, how to make sufficient fire to boil a kettle when you 
have no fuel to make it of is the great question of South African 
travel. A ready-made fire is, therefore, peculiarly acceptable ; 
and for the last half-hour of the trek Ernest wa? always in & 
great state of expectiftion as to whether the wagon before them 
had or had uot been considerate enough to leave theirs burning. 
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Thus it came to pass that one morning, when they were about 
fifteen miles from Pretoria, which they expected to reach the 
same evening, and the wagon was slowly drawing up to the 
outspan-place, Ernest, accompanied by Mazooku, who lounged 
about after him like a black shadow, ran forward to sec if their 
predecessors had or had not been considerate. In this instance 
energy was rewarded, for the fire was still burning. 

“ Hoorah !” said Ernest. “ Get the sticks, Mazooku, and go 
and fill tho kettle. By Jove ! there’s a knife.” 

There was a knife, a raany-bladcd knife, with a buckhorn 
handle and a corkscrew in it, left lying by the dying fire. Ernest 
took it up and looked at it ; somehow it seemed familiar to him. 
He turned it round and looked at the silver plate upon it, and 
suddenly started. 

“What is tho matter, Ernest?” said Mr. Alston, who had 
joined them. * 

w Look there,” he answered, pointing to two initials cut on 
the knife. 

“Well, I see some fellow has left his knife; so much the 
better for the finder.” 

“You have heard me speak of my friend Jeremy. That is 
his knife ; I gave it to him years ago. Look — J. J.” 

“Nonsense ! it is some knife like it ; I have seen hundreds 
of that make.” 

“ I believe that it is the same. He must be here.” 

Mr. Alston shrugged his shoulders. 

“ Not probable,” he said. 

Ernest made no answer. He stood staring at the knife. 

“ Have you written to your people lately, Ernest ?” 

“ No ; the last letter I wrote was down there in Sccocooni’s 
country ; you remember I sent it by the Basutu who was going 
to Lydenburg, just before Jeffries died.” 

“ Like enough he never got to Lydenburg. He would not 
have dared to go to Lydenburg after the war broke out. You 
should write.’* 

“ I mean to, from Pretoria ; but somehow I have had no 
heart for writing.” 

Nothing more was said about the matter, and Ernest put the 
Ismife into his pocket. 

That evening they trekked down through the “Poort ’’ that 
commands the most charming of the South African towns, and, 
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on the plain below, Pretoria, bathed in the bright glow of the 
evening sunshine, smiled its welcome to them. Mr. Alston, who 
knew the town, determined to trek straight through it and out- 
span the wagon on the farther side, where he thought there 
would be better grazing for the cattle. Accordingly, they rum- 
bled on past the gaol, past the pleasant white building which 
afterwards became Government House, and which was at that 
moment occupied by the English Special Commissioner and his 
staff, about whose doings all sorts of rumours had reached them 
during their journey, and on to the market- square. This area 
was at the moment crowded with Boer wagons, whose owners 
had trekked in to celebrate their “ nachtmaal ” (communion), of 
which it is their habit, in company with their wives and children, 
to partake four times a year. The “ Volksraad,” or local Par- 
liament, was also in special session to consider the proposals 
made to jt on behalf of the Imperial Government, so that the 
little town was positively choked with visitors. The road down 
which they were passing ran past the building used as Govern- 
ment offices, and between this and the Dutch church a consider- 
able crowd was gathered, which, to judge from the shouts and 
volleys of oaths— Dutch and English — that proceeded from it, 
was working itself up into a state of excitement. 

“Hold on, 17 shouted Ernest to the voorlooper; and then, 
turning to Mr. Alston, “ There is a jolly row going on there ; 
let us go and see what it is." 

“"All right, my boy; where the fighting is, there will the 
Englishmen bo gathered together and they climbed down off 
the wagon and made for the crowd. 

The row was this. Among the Boers assembled for the “ nacht- 
maal ” festival was a well-known giant of the name of Yan Zyl. 
This man’s strength was a matter of public notoriety all over 
the country, aud many were the feats which were told of him. 
Among others it was said that he could bear the weight of the 
after-part of an African buck- wagon on his shoulders, with a 
load of three' thousand pounds of corn upon it, whijc the wheels 
were greased. He stood about six foot seven high, weighed 
eighteen stone and a half, and had a double row of teeth. On 
the evening in question this remarkable specimen of humanity 
was sitting on his wagon-box with a pipe, of which the size wad* 
proportionate to his t>wn, clinched fiiuily between his double 
row of teeth. About ton paces from him stood a young English- 
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man, also of largo size, though he looked quite small beside the 
giant, -who was contemplating tho phenomenon on the wagon- 
box, and wondering how many inches ho measured round the 
chest. That young Englishman had just got off a newly-arrived 
wagon, and his name was Jeremy Jones. 

To these advances a cringing Hottentot boy of small size. 
The Hottentot is evidently the servant or slave of the giant, 
and a man standing by Jeremy, who understands Dutch, informs 
him that he is telling his master that an ox has strayed. Slowly 
the giant rouses himself, and, descending from the wagon-box, 
seizes the trembling Tottie with one hand, and, taking a rim of 
bulfalo-hido, lashes him to the wagon- wheel. 

“Now,” remarked Jeremy’s acquaintance, “you will see how 
a Boer deals with a nigger.” 

“ You don’t mean to say that great brute is going to beat 
that poor little devil ?” « 

Just then a small fat woman put her head out of a tent 
pitched by the wagon, and inquired what the matter was. She 
was the giant’s wife. On being informed of the straying of the 
ox, her wrath knew no bounds. 

“ Slaat cm ! slaat do swartsel !” (Thrash him ! thrash the 
black creature !), she cried out in a shrill voice, running to the 
wagon, and with her own fair hands drawing out a huge u sjam- 
bock,” that is, a strip of prepared hippopotamus-hide, used to 
drive the after-oxen with, and giving it to her spouse. “ Cut the 
liver out of the black devil !” she went on, “ but mind you don’t 
hit his head, or he won’t be able to go to work afterwards. 
Never mind about making the blood come ; I have got lots of 
salt to rub in.” y 

Her harangue, and the £ dit of the Hottentot tied to the 
wheel, had by this time attrao $d quite a crowd of Boers and 
Englishmen who were idling abdut the market-square. 

“ Softly, Yrouw, softly ; I will thrash enough to* satisfy even 
you, and we all know that must be very hard where a black 
creature is ip question.” 

A roar of laughter from the Dutch people round greeted 
this sally of wit, and the giant, taking the sjambock with a good- 
humoured smile — for he was, like most giants, easy-tempered by 
"nature — lifted it, whirled his great arm, as thick as the leg of an 
average man, round his head, and brought the whip down on tho 
back of the miserable Hottentot. The poor wretch yelled with 
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pain, and no wonder, for the greasy old shirt he wore was divided 
clean in two, together with the skin beneath it, and the blood 
was pouring from the gash. 

“ Allamachter ! dat is een lecker shat” (Almighty! that 
was a nice one), said the old woman ; at which the crowd laughed 
again. 

But there was one man who did not laugh, and that man 
was Jeremy. On the contrary, his clear eyes Hashed aud his 
brown cheek burned with indignation. Nor did he stop at that. 
Stepping forward, ho placed himself between the giant and the 
howling Hottentot, and said to the former, in the most nervous 
English, 

“ You are a damned coward !” 

The Boer stared at him and smiled, and then, tunning, asked 
what the “ English fellow ” was saying. Somebody translated 
Jeremy’s % remark, whereupon the Boer, who was not a bad- 
natured fellow, smiled again, aud remarked that Jeremy must 
be madder than the majority of “ accursed Englishmen.” Then 
he turned to continue thrashing the Hottentot, but, lo ! the mad 
Englishman was still there. This put the Dutchman out. 

“Footsaek, carl; ik is Van Zyll” (Get out, fellow; I am 
Van Zyl !) This was interpreted to Jeremy by the by- 
standers. 

“ All right ; and tell him that I am Jones, a name he may 
have heard before,” was the reply. 

‘‘•What does this brain-sick fellow want?” Bhouted tho 
giant. 

Jeremy explained that he wanted him to stop his brutality. 

“ And what will the little man do if I refuse ?” 

“ I shall try to make you,” was he answer. 

This remark was received wtf /a shout of laughter from the 
crowd which had now collected, in which the giant joined ver^ 
heartily when it was interpreted to him. 

Giving Jeremy a shove to one side, he again lifted the great 
sjambock, with the purpose of bringing it down on % the Hotten- 
tot. Another second, and Jeremy had snatched the whip from 
bis hand, and sent it flying fifty yards away. Then, realising 
that his antagonist was really in earnest, the great Dutchman 
solemnly set himself to crush him. Doubling a fis! which was' 
the size of a Welsh leg«of mutton, he struck with all his strength 
straight at the Englishman’s head. Had the blow caught Jeremy, 
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it would in all probability have killed him ; but he was a prac- 
tised boxer, and, without moving his body, he swung his head 
to one side. The Boer’s fist passed him harmlessly, and, strik- 
ing the panel of the wagon, went clean thr<gigh it. Next instant 
several of the giant’s double row of teeth were rolling loose in 
his mouth. Jeremy had returned the stroke by a right-hander, 
into which he put all his power, and which would have knocked 
any other man backwards. 

A great shout from the assembled Englishmen followed this 
blow, and a countcr-shout from the crowd of Dutchmen, who 
pointed triumphantly to the hole in the stout yellow- wood panel 
made by their champion’s fist, and asked who the madman was 
who dared to stand against him. 

The Bper turned and spat out some of his superfluous teeth, 
and at the same instant a young Englishman came and caught 
hold of Jeremy by the arm. > t 

“ For Heaven’s sake, my dear fellow, be careful ! That man 
will kill you ; he is the strongest man in the Transvaal. You 
are a fellow to be proud of, though !” 

“ ne may try,” said Jeremy laconically, stripping oil his coat 
and waistcoat. “ Will you hold these for me ?” 

u Hold them ?” answered the young fellow, who was a good 
sort ; “ ay, that I will, and I would give half I have to see you 
lick him. Dodge him ; don’t let him strike you, or ho will kill 
you. I saw him stun an ox once with a blow of his fist.” 

Jeremy smiled. 

“ Stop,” he said. “ Ask that coward, if I best him, if he will 
let off that miserable beggar ?” and he pointed to the trembling 
Hottentot. 

The question was put, and the great man answered “ Yah, 
yah ! I will make you a present of him !” ironically, and then ex- 
pressed his intention of knocking J eremy into small pieces in 
the course of the next two minutes. 

Then they faced one another. The giant was a trifle over 
six foot seven high ; Jeremy was a trifle under six foot two and 
a half, and fooked Bhort beside him. But one or two critical 
observers, looking at the latter now that he was stripped for 
the encounter, shrewdly guessed that the Dutchman would have 
• hr, work c&t out, Jeremy did not, it is true, scale more than 
fourteen stone six, but his proportions wtre perfect. The great 
deep chest, the brawny arms— not very large, but a mass of 
I 
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muscle — the short strong neck, the quick eye, and massive leg, 
all bespoke the strength of a young Hercules. It was evident, 
too, that though he was so young, and not yet come to his full 
power, he was in the most perfect training. The Boer, on the 
other hand, was enormous, but his flesh was somewhat soft. 
Still, knowing his feats, the Englishmen present sighed for their 
champion, feeling that he had no chance. 

For a moment they stood facing each other ; then Jeremy 
mado a feint, and, getting in, planted a heavy blow with his 
left hand on his adversary’s chest. But he was to pay for it, 
for next second the Dutchman got in his right hand, and Jeremy 
was lifted clean off his feet, and sent flying backwards among 
the crowd. 

The Boers cheered, the giant smiled, and the Englishmen 
looked sad. They knew how it would be. 

But Jeremy picked himself up little the worse. The stroke 
had struck the muscles of his chest, and had not hurt him 
greatly. As he advanced, the gradually-increasing crowd of 
Englishmen cheered him warmly, and he swore in his heart that 
he would justify those cheers, or die for it. 

It was at this juncture that Ernest and Mr. Alston came up. 

“Good heavens !” exclaimed the former, “ it is Jeremy." 

Mr. Alston took in the situation at a glance. 

“ Don’t let him seo you, you will put him off,” he said. “ Get 
behind me.” 

Ernest obeyed, overwhelmed. Mr. Alston shook his head, 
lie recognised that Jeremy had a poor chance, but he did not 
say so to Ernest. 

Meanwhile Jeremy came up and faced the Dutchman. En- 
couraged by his late success, presently his adversary struck a 
tremendous blow at him. Jeremy dodged, and next instant 
succeeded in landing such a fearful right and left full on the 
giant’s face that the latter went reeling backwards. 

A yell of frantic excitement arose from the English portion 
of the crowd. This was indeed a David. % 

The Dutchman soon recovered, however, and in his turn, 
rendered more cautious, kept out of Jeremy’s reach, trying to 
strike him down from a distance. For a round or two no 
important blow was struck, till at last a brilliant idea took 
possession of the young* fellow who had charge of Jeremy’s 
coat. 
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w Hit him about the body,” he whispered ; il he’s soft,* 1 

Jeremy took the advice, and next round succeeded in getting 
in two or three blows straight from the shoulder, and every one 
of them bruised the huge body sadly, and made it rather short 
of wind. 

Next round ho repeated the same tactics, receiving himself 
a stroke on the shoulder that for a moment rendered his left 
arm helpless. Before another second Was over, liowevor, he 
had his revenge, and the blood was pouring from his adversary’s 
lips. 

And now did the popular excitement on both sides grow 
intense, for.to the interest attaching to the encounter was added 
that of national feeling, which was then at a high state of ten- 
sion. Englishmen, Dutchmen, and a mob of Kaflirs yelled and 
shouted, and each of the former two felt that tlie honour of 
his people was on the issue. And yet it was an unequal fight. 

“ I believe that your friend will be a match for Van Zyl,” 
said Mr. Alston coolly, but the flash of his eye belied his cool- 
ness ; “ and I tell you what, he’s a devilish fine fellow, too.” 

At that moment, however, an untoward thing happened. 
The giant struck out liis strongest, and Jeremy could riot suc- 
ceed in entirely warding oil the blow, though he broke its force. 
Crashing through his guard, it struck him on the forehead, and 
for a moment he dropped senseless. His second rushed up and 
dashed some water over him, and in another instant he was on 
his legs again ; but for the rest of that round he contented him- 
self with dodging his adversary’s attack, at which the Dutchmen 
cheered, thinking that his iron strength was broken. 

But presently”, when for the sixth time Jeremy came up with 
the same quiet look of determination in his eyes, and, except 
that the gaping oE the nostrils and the twitching of the lip 
showed a certain measure of distress, looking but little the 
worse, they turned with anxiety to examine the condition of 
the giant. It was nob very promising. He was pesspiring pro- 
fusely, auc^ his enormous chest was rising and falling irregu- 
larly. Wherever Jeremy’s strokes had fallen, too, a great blue 
bruise had risen. It was evident that his condition was the 
worse of the two, but still the Boers had little doubt of the 
issue. It could not be that the man who had once for a bet 
quelled the struggles of a wild ox, holing it for the space of 
five minutes by the horns, could be worsted by an English lad. 
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So they called on him to stop playiDg with the boy, and crush 
him. 

Thus encouraged, the giant came on, striking out with fear- 
ful force, but wildly, for he could not box. For thirty seconds 
or more Jeremy contented himself with avoiding the blows ; 
then, seeing an opportunity, he planted a heavy one on his 
adversary’s chest. This staggered him and threw him off his 
guard, and, taking the offensive, Jeremy dodged in right under 
the huge flits, and hit upwards with all his power. Thud, thucl t 
The sound of the blows could be heard fifty yards off. Nor 
ivero they without their effect. The giant staggered, and, 
amidst fearful shouts and groans, fell Jiko an ox struck with a 
polc-axo. But it was not over yet. In another moment he was 
on his legs again, and, spitting out blood and teeth, cflme reel- 
ing straight at Jeremy, a fearful and alarming spectacle. As 
he came, Jeremy again hit him in tho face, but it did not stop 
him, and in another second the huge arms had closed round him 
and hold him like a vice. 

u Not fair ! no holding !” shouted the Englishmen ; but tho 
Boer held on. Indeed, ho did more. Putting all his vast 
strength into the effort, he strained and tugged, meaning to 
lift Jeremy up and dash him on the ground. But lo! amid 
frantic shouts from the crowd, Jeremy stood firm, moving not 
an inch. Whereupon tho Boers called out, saying x that he was 
not a mortal, but a mail possessed with a devil. Again tho 
Dutchman gripped him, and this time succeeded in lifting him 
a few inches from tho ground. 

“ By George, he will throw him next time I ” said Mr. Alston 
to Ernest, who was shaking like a leaf with the excitement ; 
^ look l— he is turning white ; the grip is choking him” 

And, indeed, Jeremy was in evil case, for his senses were 
fast being crushed out of him in that fearful embrace, and ho 
was thinking with bitter sorrow that ho must fail after all, for 
an Englishman docs not liko to be beaten even when he has 
fought his best. Just then it was, when things were beginning 
to swim around him, that a voico he loved, and which he had 
been listening for these many months, rang in his ears ; whether 
it was fancy or whether he really heard it he knew ijot. 

“Remember ‘Marsh Joe,’ Jeremy, and lift him. Don’t be’ 
beat. For God’s sakoj lift him /” 

Now there was a trick, which I will not tell you, my reader 
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but which a famous Eastern counties wrestler, known as Marsh 
Joe, had taught to Jeremy. So well had he taught him, indeed, 
that at the age of seventeen Jeremy had hoisted his teacher 
with his own trick. 

Just at the moment that Jeremy heard the voice, the giant 
shifted his hold a lit fie, preparatory to making a fresh effort, 
and thus enabled his antagonist to fill his lungs with air 
Ei nest saw the broad white chest heave with relief (for by this 
time most of the upper clothing of the combatants had been, 
wionched away), and the darkening eye grow bright again, and 
lie knew that Jeremy had heard him, and that he would conquer 
or die where he was. 

And then — lo, and behold ! just as the Boer, leisurely enough 
— feeling that at last ho was master of the situation — prepared 
himself for the final struggle, suddenly the Englishman advanced 
liin right leg a few inches, and with the rapidity of lightning 
lii tuely shifted his grip ; and then ho gathered himself for tho 
dibit. What mi'd.ty reserve of strength he drew on, who can 
say ? But Ei n< *d’s voice had excited it, 01 d it came at his call ; 
and Ik did a thing that few living men could have done, aud 
the fame whereof will go down in South Africa from generation 
to generation. For tho lithe arms tightened aud giipped till 
they sunk in almost level with the flesh of his mighty foe, and 
tin'n slowly he began to gather purchase, swaying backwards and 
forwards. . 

“ Moke an end of him ! make an end of him !” shouted the 
Boers But boliold 1 their champion’s eyes are starting from 
hiB blackened face ; he cannot stir. 

To and fro sways Jeremy, and now the giant’s feet are 
lifted from the ground. And then one mighty effort — 0, gallant 
Jeremy I— up, still up above the gasping of the wonder-stricken 
crowd, up to his shoulder — by llcavcn , over it l 

Crash ! 

Van Zyl fell, to be cn *ried away by six strong men a cripple 
for life. 
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CHAPTER XXV. 

ERNEST'S LOVE-LETTER. 

Cheer after cheer arose from the' Englishmen around, and 
angry curses from the Dutchmen, as Jeremy turned to look at 
the senseless carcass of the giant. But, even as he turned, 
exhausted Nature gave out, and he fell fainting into Ernest’s 
arms. 

Then did selected individuals of his fellow- count Lymen 
come forward and bear him reverently to a restaurant railed 
the “European,” where the proprietor — himself an old Eton, 
fellow— met him, and washed and clothed and restored him, 
aud vowed with tears in his eyes that he, Jeremy, should live at 
his expense for as long as ho liked— ay, even if ho clioso to 
drink nothing meaner than champagne all daylong; for thus 
it is that Englishmen greet one who ministers to that deepest 
rooted of all their feelirga — national pride. And then, when 
at length he had been brought to, and ref res 1 'd with a tumbler- 
ful '>£ dry Monopolo, and wonderingly shaken Ernest by the 
hand, the enthusiasm of the crowd outside burst its bounds, 
and they poured into the restaurant, and, seizing Jeremy and 
tlie chair whereon ho sat, they bore him in triumph round the 
market-square to the tune of “ God save the Queen,” a proceed- 
ing that would have ended in provoking a riot had not an aide- 
de-camp from his Excellency the Special Commissioner, who 
sent a message begging that they would desist, succeeded in 
persuading them to return to the restaurant. And hero they 
all dined, and forced Jeremy to drink a great deal moro dry 
Monopole than was good for him, with the result that for the 
first and last time in his life he was persuaded into making an 
after-dinner speech. As far as it was reported it ran some- 
thing like this : 

“Dear friends” (cheers) “and Englishmen” (renewed 
cheers) — pause — “ all making great fuss about nothing ” (cheers, 
and shouts of “No, no!”). “Fight the Dutchman again to- 
morrow — very big, but soft as putty — anybody fight him” 
(frantic cheering). “ Glad I wasn't thrashed, as you all seem 
so pleased. Don't know why you are pleased ; ’sp$so you didn’t 
like the Dutchman. ^ 'Fraid he hurt himself over my shoulder. 
Wonder what he did it for ? Sit down now. Dear friends, 
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Sear old Ernest— been looking for you for long while and 
he turned his glassy eye on to Ernest, who cheered frantically, 
under the impression that Jeremy had just said something very 
much to the point. 44 Sit down now ” (“ No, no ; go on ”). 44 Can’t 
go on — quite pumped— very thirsty, too” (“Give him some 
more champagne ; open a fresh case ”). “ Wish Eva and Doll 
were here, don’t you?” (loud cheers,) “Gemman” (cheers) — 

14 no, not gemman — friends ” (louder cheers) — 44 no, not gemman 
— friends— English brothers ” (yet louder cheers), 44 1 give yon 
a toast. Eva and Doll : you all know ’em and lovo ’em, or if 
you don’t you would, you see, if you did, you know.” (Frantic 
outburst of cheering, during which Jeremy tries to resume his 
seat, but gracefully drops on to the floor, and begins singing 
44 Auld lang syne ” under the table ; whereupon the whole com- 
pany rise, and, with the exception of Ernest and a jovial 
member of the Special Commissioner’s staff, who get«upon the 
table to lead the chorus, join hands and sing that beautiful old 
song with all the solemnity of intoxication ; after which they 
drink more champagne, and jointly and severally swear eternal 
friendship, especially Ernest and the member of his Excel- 
lency’s staff, who shake hands and bless each other, till the 
warmth of their emotions proves too much for them, and they 
weep in chorus there upon the table. 

For the rest, Ernest had some vaguo recollection of helping 
to drive his newly-found friend homo in a wheelbarrow that 
would persist in upsetting in every 44 sluit ” or ditch, especially if 
it had running water in it ; and that was about all he did 
remember. 

In tlio morning he woke up, or rather first became conscious 
of pain in his head, in a little double-bedded room attached to 
the hotel. On the pillow of the bed opposite to him lay 
Jeremy’s battered face. 

For awhile Ernest could make nothing of all this. Why was 
Jeremy there ? Where were they ? Everything turned round 
and seemed phantasmagorial ; the only real, substantial thing 
was that awnil pain in the head. But presently things began 
to come back to him, and the sight of Jeremy’s bruised face 
recalled the fight, and the fight recalled the dinner, and the 
dinner brought back a vague recollection -of Jeretny’s speech 
and of something he had said about Eva* What could it have 
been ? Ah, Eva ! Perhaps Jeremy knew something about her ; 
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perhaps he had brought the letter that had been so long in 
coming. O, how bis heart went out towards her ! But how 
came Jeremy there in bed before him ? how came he to be in 
South Africa at all ? 

At that moment his reflections were interrupted by the 
entry of Mazooku, bearing the coffee which it is the national 
habit in South Africa to drink early in the morning. 

The martial-looking Zulu, who seemed curiously out of place 
carrying cups of coffee, seeing that his master was awake, 
Baluted him with the customary “ Koos ” lifting one of the cups 
of coffee to give emphasis to the word, and nearly upsetting it 
in the effort. 

“Mazooku,” said Ernest severely, “ how did we get hero?” 

The substance of the retainer’s explanation was as follows : 
when the moon was getting low — vanishing, indeed, behind the 
“horned house” yonder (the Dutch church with pinnacles on 
it), it occurred to him, waiting on the verandah, that his master 
must be weary ; and as most had departed from the “ d-»nco” in 
the “tin house” (restaurant), evidently made happy by the 
“ twala” (drink), he entered into the tin house to look for him, 
and found him overcome by sleep under the table, lying next 
to the “ Lion-who-threw-oxcn-over-his-shoulder ” (i.e. Jeremy), 
so overcome by sleep, indeed, that it was quijto impossible to 
conduct him to the wagon. 1 his being so, he (Mazooku) con- 
sidered what was his duty under the circumstances, and he came 
to the accurate conclusion that the best thing to do was to put 
them into the white mau’s bed, since he knew that his master 
did not love the floor to lie on. Accordingly, having discovered 
that this was a room of beds, he and another Zulu entered, but 
were perplexed to find the beds already occupied by two white 
men, who had Iain down to rest with their clothes on. But, 
under all these circumstances, he and the other Zulu, consider- 
ing that their first thought should be towards their own master, 
had taken the liberty of lifting up the two white men, who were 
slumbering profoundly after the “ dance,” by the head and by 
the heels, and putting them out in the sweet cod air of the 
night. Having thus “ made a place,” they then conveyed first 
Ernest, and having removed his clothes, put him into one bed, 
and next, in consideration of his undoubted greatness, they, 
ventured to take the it Lion- who, &c.,” himself, and put him in 
the other. He was a* very great man, the “ Lion,” and his art 
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of throwing greater men over his shoulder could only be attri- 
buted to witchcraft. He himself (Mazcoku) had tried it on 
that morning with a Basutu, with whom he had a slight differ- 
ence of opinion, but the result had not been all that could be 
desired, inasmuch as the Basutu had kicked him in the stomach,’ 
and forced him to drop him. 

* Ernest laughed as heartily as his headache would allow at 
this story, and in doing so woke up Jeremy, who at once clapped 
his hands to hie head and looked round ; whereupon Mazooku, 
having saluted the awakened 11 Lion- who, &c.” with much fervour, 
and spilled a considerable quantity of hot coffee over him in doing 
so, took his departure abashed, and at length the two friends 
’were left alone. Thereupon, rising from their respective 
pallets, they took a step in all the glory of their undress uniform 
into the middle of the little room, and, alter the manner of 
Englishmen, shook hands and called each other “ ojd fellow/ 
Then they went back to bed and began to converse. 

“ I say, old fellow, what on earth brought you out here ?” 

“ Well, you see, I came out to look you up. You did not 
write any letters, and they began to get anxious about you at 
home, so I packed up my duds and started. Your uncle stands 
unlimited tin, so I am travelling like a prince in a wagon of my 
own. I heard of you down in Maritzburg, and guessed that I 
had best make for Pretoria ; and here I am and there you are 
and I am devilish glad to see you again, old chap. By Jove,* 
what a head I have ! But, I say, why didn’t you write ? 1 Doll 
half broke her heart about it, and so did your uncle, only he 
would not say so/’ 

i( I did write. I wrote from Secocoeni’s country, but I sup- 
pose the letter did not fetch,” answered Ernest, feeling very 
guilty. “ The fact is, old fellow, I had not the heart to write 
much, I have been so confoundedly down cm my luck ever since 
that duel business.” 

“Ah !” interposed Jeremy, “ that shot was a credit to you* 

I didn’t think you could have done it.” 

“ A credit ! I’ll tell you what, it is an awful thing to kill a 
man like that. I often see his face aa he fell, at night in mv 
sleep”" * 

“I was Merely looking at it as a shot,” replied Jeremy inno- 
cently. “I don’t trouble myself with ginoral considerations, 
which are topsy-turvy sort of things ; and considered as a shot 
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at twenty paces and under trying circumstances, it was a credit 
to you.” 

“And then, you see, Jeremy, there was another thing, you 
know — about— about Eva. Well, I wrote' to her, and she has 
never answered my letter, unless,” with a gleam of hope, “ you 
have brought an answer.” 

Jeremy shook his aching head. 

44 Ah, no such luck. Well, it put me off, and that's the fact. , 
Since she has chucked me up, 1 don't care twopence about any- 
thing. I don't say but what she is right ; I daresay that I am 
not worth sticking to. She can do much better elsewhere and 
Ernest groaned, and realised that his head was very bad indeed. 

“ But there it is. I hadn't the heart to write any more letters, 
and I was too proud to write again to her. Confound her ! let 
her go ! Iam not going to grovel to any woman under heaven, 
no, not even to her 1” and he kicked the bedclothes viciously. 

“I haven't learned much Zulu yet ” replied Jeremy sen ten- 
uously ; 44 but I know two words — 4 hamba gachl6 ’ (go softly).” 

“ Well, what of them ?” said Ernest testily. 

“ They mean, I am told, •'take it easy,’ or ‘ look before you 
leap,’ or 4 never jump to conclusions,’ or * don’t be in a con- 
founded hurry ;* very fine mottoes, I think.” 

44 Of course they do ; but what have they got to do with 
Eva?” 

44 Well, just this : I said I had got no letter ; I never said — ” 
What ?” shouted Ernest. 

44 Hamba gachl6,” replied Jeremy the imperturbable, gazing 
at Ernest out of bis blackened eyes. 44 1 never said that I had 
not got a message.” 

Ernest sprang clean out of the little truckle-bed, shaking 
with excitement. 44 What is it, man ?” 

44 Just this. She told me to tell you that 4 she loved you 
dearly.’ ” 

Slowly Ernest sat down on the bed again, and, throwing a 
blanket over his head and shoulders, remarked, ty. a tone be- 
fitting a sheeted ghost, 

44 The devil she did ! Why couldn't you say so before ?” 

Then he got up again and commenced walking, «blanket and/ 
all, up and down the little room with long strides, and knocking 
over the water- jug in<his excitement. 

44 Hamba gachl6,” again remarked Jeremy, rising and pick- 
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ingupthe water-jug. “How are we going to get anymore 
water ? Til tell you all about it.” 

And he did, including the story of Mr. Plowden’s shaking, 
at which Ernest chuckled fiercely. 

“ I wish I had been there to kick him,” he remarked paren- 
thetically. 

“ 1 did that too, I kicked him hari,” put in Jeremy ; at 
whioh Ernest chuckled again. 

“I can’t make it all out,” said Ernest at length, “ but I will 
go home at once.” 

“ You can’t do that, old fellow. Your respected uncle, Sir 
Hugh, will have you run in.” 

“ Ah, I forgot ! Well, I will write to her to-day.” 

u That's better ; and now let’s dress. My head is rather clearer. 
By George, though, I am stiff ! It is no joke fighting a giant.” 

But Ernest answered not a word. lie was already, after his 
quick-brained fashion, employed in concocting his letter to 
Eva. 

In the course of tho morning he drafted it. It, or rather 
that part of it with which wo need concern ourselves, ran thus : 

“Such then, my dearest Eva, was the state of my mind 
towards you. I thought— God forgivo me for the treason ! — that 
perhaps you were, as so many women arc, a 
and that now that I am in trouble you wishecT to slip the cable. 
If that was so, I felt that it was not for me to remonstrate. I 
wroto to you, and I knew that the letter came safely to your 
hands. You did not answer it, and I could only come to one 
conclusion. Hence my own silence. And to be plain I do not at 
this moment quite understand i ojiy you have never written. 
But Jeremy has brought me your message, and with that I must 
be content ; for no doubt you have reasons which are satisfac- 
tory to yourself, and if that is so, no doubt, too, they would be 
equally satisfactory to me if I only knew them. You see, my 
dearest love, tho fact is that I trust and believe in you utterly 
and entirely. What is light and true, what is loyal and sincere 
to me and to yourself— those are the things that you will do. 
Jeremy te£s me a rather amusing story about the new clergyman 
’ who has come to Kesterwick, and who is, it appears, an aspiraitf 
for your hand. Well, Eva, I am sufficiently conceited not to be 
jjqaloos ; although I am in the unlucky position of ah absent 
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man, and worse still, an absent man under a cloud, I do not 
believe that he will cut me out. But on the day that you can 
put your band upon your heart, and look me straight in the 
eyes (ah, Eva, I can see your eyes now !), and tell* me; on your 
honour as a lady, that you love this or any other man better 
than you do me, on that day I shall be ready to resign you 
to him. But till that day comes— and there is something 
which tells me that it is as impossible for it to come as for 
the mountain-range I look on as I write to move towards* the 
town and bury it— I am free from jealousy, for I know that it is 
impossible that you should be faithless to your love. 

“ 0 my sweet, the troth we plighted was not for days, or 
years, or times — it was for ever. I believe that nothing can 
dissolve it, and that Death himself will be powerless against 
it. I believe that with each new and progressive existence it 
will re- arise as surely as the flowers in spring, only, unlike them, 
more fragrant and beautiful nan before. Sometimes I think 
that it has already existed Plough countless ages. Strange 
thoughts come into a man’s mind out there on the great veldt, 
riding alone hour after hour, and day after day, through sunlight 
and through moonlight, till the spirit of Nature broods upon him, 
and he begins to learn the rudiments of truth. Some day I shall 
tell them all to you. Not that I have ever been quite alone, for 
I can say honestly that you have always been at my side since I 
left you ; there has been no hour of the day or night when you 
have «not been in my thoughts, and I believe that, till death for 
a period blots out my senses, no such hour will ever come. 

“ Day by day, too, my lovo has grown stronger oven in its 
despair. Day by day it has taken shape and form and colour, 
and become more and more a living thing, moro and more an • 
entity, as distinct as soul and body, and yet as inextricably 
Jjlended and woven into the substance of each. If ever a 
woman was beloved, you are that woman, Eva Ceswick ; if ever 
a man’s life, present and to come, lay in a woman’s hands, my 
life lies in yours. It is a germ which you can cast away or 
destroy, or which you can nourish till it bursts into i>loom, and 
bears fruit beautiful beyond imagining. You are my fate, my 
other part. With you my destiny is intertwined, and you can 
mould it as yon will. There is no height to whiefi I cannot [ 
rise by your side ; there is no depth to which I may not sink} 
without you. 
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u And now, what does all this lead up to? Will you make a 
sacrifice for me, who am read} 7, to give all my life to you — no, 
who have already given it ? That sacrifice is this : I want you 
to come out hero and marry mo ; for, as you know, circumstances 
prevent me from returning to you. If you will come, I will 
meet you at the Cape and marry you there. Ah, surely you 
will come ! As for money, I have plenty from home, and can 
make as much more as wo shall want here, so that need be no 
obstacle. It is long to wait for your answer — threo months — 
but I hope that the faith that will, as the Bible tells us, enablo 
people to move mountains — and my faith in you is as great aB 
that — will also enable me to bear theJ|pRpense, and in the end 
prove its own reward.” 

Ernest read selected portions of this exalted composition to 
Mr. Alston and Jeremy. Both listened in solemn, silence, and 
at the conclusion Jeremy scratched his head and remarked that 
it was deep enough to “ fetch n any girl, though for his part he 
did not quite understand it. Mr. Alston relit his pipe, and for a 
while said nothing ; but to himself ho thought that it was a 
remarkable letter for so young a man to have written, and 
revealed a curious turn of mind. One remark ho did make, 
however, and that was rather a rude one :> C? 

“The girl won’t understand what you are driving at, Master 
. Ernest ; sho will think that yon have gone off your head in 
•these savage parts. All you say may or may not be tfue— on 
that point I express no opinion i but to write such things to a 
woman is to throw your pearls before swino. You should ask 
her about her bonnets, my boy, and tell her what sort of dresses 
she should bring out, and that tho air is good for the com- 
plexion. She would come then.” 

Here Ernest fired up. 

“ You are beastly cynical, Alston, and you should not speak 
of Miss Ceswick like that to me. Bonnets, indeed I” 

“ All right, my lad— all right. Time will show. Ah, you 
boys! ydi go building up. jrour ideals of. ivory and ggML&tuL. 
fine linen, only to find them one day turned into the cemmoiL- 
est of clay, draped in the dirtiest of rags. Well, well, it is the 
way of the world ; but you take my advice, Ernest : burn that 
letter, and go in for an Ihtombi (Kafir girl). It is not too late jet, 
and there is no mistake about the sort of clay she is made of.” 
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Here Ernest stamped out of the room in a passion. 

/ “ Too cock-sure, wanted cooling down a little,” remarked 

Mr. Alston to Jeremy ; “ should never be cock-sure whore a 
woman is concerned ; women are fond of playing dirty tricks, 
and saying they could not help it. I know them ; for, though 
you mightn’t know it, I was once young myself. Come on ; 
let us go and find him, and go for a walk.” 

They found Ernest sitting on the box of the wagon, which 
was outspanned together with Jeremy’s, just outside the town, 
and looking rather sulky. 

“ Come on, Ernest,” said Mr. Alston apologetically ; “ I will 
throw no inoro mud at your ideal. In the course of the last 
thirty years I have seen so many fall to pieces of their own 
accord that I could not help warning you. I>ut perhaps they 
make them of better stuff in England than we do in these 
parts.” * 

Ernest descended, and soon forgot his pique. It was but 
rarely that he bore malice for more than half an hour. As 
they walked along one of the by-streets they met the young 
fellow who had acted as second to Jeremy in the big fight of 
the previous day. lie informed them that ho had just been 
to inquire how the giant was. It appeared that he had re- 
ceived an injury to the spine, the effect of Jeremy’s “lift,” 
from which there was little hope of his recovery. He was 
not, however, in much pain. This intelligence distressed J cremy 
not a little. He had earnestly desired to thrash the giant, 
but he had had no wish to injure him. With his usual 
promptitude he announced his intention of going to see his 
fallen enemy. 

“ You are likely to meet with a warm reception if you do,” 
said Mr. Alston. 

“ I’ll risk it. I^should like to tell him that I am sorry.” 

“ Very good ; come along— that is the house.” 

The injured man had been carried to the house of a relative 
just outside the town, a white thatched building that had been 
built five-and-thirty years before, when the Bite ot Pretoria 
was a plain inhabited only by quaggas, eland, and vilderbeeste. 
In front of the door was a grove of orange-trees, which smelled 
sweet and looked golden with hanging fruit. 

The house itself wa^a small white building, with a double* 
swinging door, like those used in stables in this country. Thq 
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top half of the door was open, and over the lower portion of 
it leaned a Boer, a rough-looking customer, smoking a huge 
pipe. 

' “ 4 Dagh, Oom ’ ” (Good-day, uncle), said Mr. Alston, stretch- 

ing out his hand. 

, The other looked at him suspiciously, and then held out a 
damp paw to each in turn, at the samo time opening the door. 
As Ernest passed tho threshold ho noticed that the clay floor- 
ing was studded with peach stones well trodden into its sub- 
stance to ore vent wear and tear from passing feet. The door 
opened iiifco a fair-sized room with whitewashed walls called the 
“sit-kame ” (sitting-room), and furnished with a settee, a table, 
and several chairs seated with “ rimpi,” or strips of hide. On 
the biggest of these chairs sat a woman of largo size, tho mother 
of the family. She did not rise on their entry, but without 
speaking held out a limp hand, which Mr. Alston aud the others 
shook, addressing her affectionately as “ tanta ” (aunt). Then 
they shook hands with six or seven girls and young men, tho 
latter sitting about in an aimless sort of way, the former clear- 
ing off the remains of the family meal, which had consisted of 
Lugo bones of boiled fresh beef. So fresh was it, indeed, that 
on tho floor by the side of tlio table lay the gory head and skin 
of a newly-killed ox, from which the beef had been cut. Ernest, 
noticing this, wondered at tho superhuman strength of stomach 
that could take its food under such circumstances. 

The preliminary ceremony of hand-shaking having been got 
through, Mr. Alston, who spoke Dutch perfectly, explained the 
object of their visit. The faces of tbo Dutchmen darkened as 
ho did so, and the men scowled at Jeremy with hatred not un- 
mingled with terror. When lio had done, the oldest man said 
that ho would ask his cousin if he would see them, adding, how- 
ever, that he was so ill that he did not think it likely. Raising 
a curtain, which served as a door, bo passed from the sitting- 
room into tho bedroom (“ slaap-kame ”). Presently ho returned, 
and beckoned to the Englishmen to enter. Thoy passed into a 
small chamber about ten feet square, which was, after the fash- 
ion of those people in cases of any illness, hermetically sealed 
from air. ( On a large bed that blocked up most of the room, 
• and on which it was the usual habit of the master of the house 
and his wife to sleep in their clothes , lay the fallen giant. So 
much as could be seen of his face was a mass of WIeous bruises, 
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and one of his hands, which lay on the bed, was in splints ; the 
chief injury, however, was to his back, and from this he could 
never expect to recover. By his side sat his little wife, who 
had on tho previous day urged the thrashing of tho Hottentot. 
She glared fiercely at Jeremy, but said nothing. On catching 
sight of his victor, the giant turned his face to the wall, and 
asked what he wanted. 

“I have come, 11 said Jeremy, Mr. Alston interpreting for 
him, “ to say that I am sorry that you aro injured so much ; 
that I wanted to beat you, but had no idea that I should hurt 
you so. I know that the trick of throwing a man as I threw 
you is very dangerous, and I only used it as a last resource, 
and because you would have killed me if I had not.” 

The Boor muttered something in reply about its being very 
bitter to be beaten by such a little man. 

It was ^evident to Ernest that tho man’s pride was utterly 
broken. He had believed himself the strongest man, white or 
black, in Africa, and now an English lad had thrown him over 
his shoulder like a play tiling. 

Joremy next said that ho hoped that he bore no malice, and 
would khako hands. 

The giant hesitated a little, and then stretched out his 
uninjured hand, which Jeremy took. 

11 Englishman,” ho said, “you are a wonderful man, and 
you will grow stronger yet. You have made a baby of me for 
life, and turned my heart to a baby’s, too. Perhaps one day 
somo man will do the same for you. Till then you can never 
know what I feel. They will give you tho Hottentot outside. 
No, you must take him ; you won him in fair fight. He is a 
good driver, though ho ia so small. Now go.” 

The sight was a painful one, and they wore not sorry to get 
away from it. Outside they found one of tho young Boera 
waiting with the Hottentot boy, whom ho insisted on handing 
over to Jeremy. 

Any scruples the latter had about accepting him wero over- 
come by the look of intense satisfaction on tho features of the 
poor wretch himself when he learnt that he was to be handed 
over. I 

His name was “ Aasvogel ” (vulture), and he made Jeremy 
an excellent and most faithful servant. 
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CHAPTER XXYL 

A WAY OF ESCAPE. 

WnEN Mr. Alston, Jeremy, and Ernest emerged from the 
back street in which was the house they had visited into one of 
the principal thoroughfares of Pretoria, they came upon a curi- 
ous sight. In tho middle of the street stood, or rather danced, 
a wiry Zulu, dressed in an old military great-Coat and tho ordinary 
native 41 moocha,” or scanty kiltv and having a red worsted com- 
forter tied rouneftme arm. He^was shouting out something at 
the top of his voice, and surrounded by a crowd of other natives, 
who at intervals expressec^their approval of what he was saying 
in deep guttural exclamations. 

44 What is that lunatic after?” asked Jeremy. 

Mr. Alston listened for a minute, and answered, 

“ I know tho man well. His name is Goza. lie isthe fleet- 
est runner in Natal, and can go as fast as a horse ; irraccd, there 
are few horses that he cannot tire out. By profession he is a 
4 praiser.’ He is now singing the praises of the Special Com- 
missioner— 4 bongering ’ they call it. This is^what he is saying : 

44 4 Listen to the fqpt of the great elephant Somptseu (Sir T. 
Sliepstone). J^cl how the earth shakes beneath the tread of the 
white t’Chaka, 0 father of thW Zulus, foremost among the great 
white people. Oii ! he is coming' ; ou ! he is here. See how the' 
faces of the 44 Amazon a ” (the Boers) turh pale before him. He 
will eat them up ; Be will swallow tEeta, the huge vulture, who 
sits still till the ox is <%d, who fights the fight of 44 sit down 
O, he is great, the lion ; wjheao he turns his bye the people melt 
away, their hearts turn to^afcr Where is there one like Somptseu, 
the man who is not afrdjd of Death *^0 looks at Death and it 
runs from him ; who ha%the tongue of honey ; who reigns like 
the first star at night ; wHo is beloved and honored of the great 
white mother (the Queen) • who loves his children, the Ama- 
zulu, and shelters them u^dcr his wide wing ; who lifted Cety- 
wayo out of the dirt, and can put him back in the dirt again ? 
Abase yourselves, you low people, doctor yourselves with medi- 
cine, lest his fierce eyes should burn you up. O, hark ! he comes, 
the father <$£ kings, the Chaka ; 0 ! be still ; 0 ! be silent ; O ! 
shake in your knees. He is here, the elephant, the lion, the 

° The Zulu Napoleon, great-uncle to the last King of Zulu* 
land, Cotywayo. 
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ficrco one, the patient one, the strong one. See, he deigns to 
talk to little children ; he teaches them wisdom ; lie gives light 
like the sun — he is the sun — he is t’Somptseu.* ” 

At this juncture a quiet-looking, oldish gentleman, entirely 
unlike either an elephant, a lion, or a vulture, of medium height, 
with gray whiskers, a black coat, and a neat black tie fastened 
in a bow, came round the corner, leading a little girl by the 
hand. As he came .the praiser lifted up his right hand, and in 
the most stentorian tones gave the royal salute, “ Bayete,” -which 
was reechoed by all the other natives. * 

The oldish gentleman, who was none other than the Special 
Commissioner himself, turned upon his extoller with a look of 
intense annoyance, and addressed him very sharply in Zulu. 

“ Be still,” he said. 44 Why do you always annoy me with 
your noise ? Be still, I say, you loud-tongued dog, or I will send 
you back to Natal. My head aches with your empty words. 1 ’ 

11 0 elephant ! I am silent as tho dead : Bayete. O Sompt- 
seu ! 1 am quiet : 1 Bayete.* ” 

‘ k Go I Begone !” 

With a final shout of Bay&te the Zulu turned and fled down 
the street with the swiftness of the wind, shouting praises ns 
he went. 

“ How do you do, sir ?” said Mr. Alston, advancing. u I was 
just coming up to call upon you.” 

“ Ah, Alston, I am delighted to see you. I heard that you 
were gone on a hunting trip. Given up work and taken to 
hunting, eh? Well, I should like to do. the same. If I could 
have found you when I came uj> here, I should have been 
tempted to ask you to come with us.” 

At this point Mr. Alston introduced Ernest and Jeromy. 
The Special Commissioner shook hands with them. 

“ I have heard of you,” he said to jftemy ; “ but I must ask 
you not to fight any more giants here just at present, the tension 
between Boer and Englishman is too great to allow of its being 
stretched any more. Do you knowyd^ou nearly provoked aii 
outbreak last night with your fighting ? I trust that you will 
not do it again.” f 

He spoke rather severely, and Jeremy colonred. Presently, 
however, he made amends by asking them all to diniler. 

On the following morning Ernest sent off his letter to Eva. 
He also wrote to his uiLcle and to Dorothy, explaining his long 
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silence as best ho could. The latter, too, ho for the first time 
took into his confidence about Eva. At a distance ho no longer 
felt the same shyness in speaking to her about another woman 
that had always overpowered him when ho was by her side. 

Now that he had been away from England for a year or so, 
many things connected with his home life had grown rather 
faint amid the daily change and activity of his new life. The 
rush of fresh impressions had to a great extent overlaid the old 
ones, and Dorothy and Mr. Cardus and all the old Kesterwick 
existence and surroundings seemed faint and far away. They 
were indeed rapidly assuming that unreality that in time the 
wanderer finds will gather round liis old associations. He feels 
that they know him no more, very likely he imagines that they 
have forgotten him, and so they become like the shades of the 
dead. It is almost a shock to such a ono to come back and find, 
after an absence of many years, that though ho has been living 
his rapid vigorous life, and storing his time with ihany acts, 
good, bad, and indifferent ; though he thinks that he lias changed 
so completely, and developed greatly in one direction or another, 
yet tho old spots, the old familiar surroundings, and the old 
dear faces have changed hardly one whit. They have been 
living their quiet English life, in which sensation, incident, and 
excitement are things unfamiliar, and have varied not at all. 

Most people, as a matter of fact, change very little except 
in so far as they are influenced by tho cyclic variations of tkeit 
life, the passage from youth to maturity, and from maturity to 
age, and the attendant inodes of thought and action befitting 
each period. But even then the change is superficial rather than 
real. What the child is, that the middle-aged person and tho 
old man will be also. Tho reason of this appears to be suffi- 
ciently obvious : tho unchanging personality that grows not old, 
the animating spiritual “ego/ 5 is there, and practically identical 
at all periods of life. The body, the brain, and the subtler 
intellect may all vary according to the circumstances, mostly 
physical, of personal existence ; but the effect that the passage 
of a few years, more or less active or stormy, can produce upon 
a principle so indestructible, so immeasurably ancient, and the 
inheritor of so far-reaching a destiny as we believe the individual 
human sold to be, surely must be small. 

Already Ernest began to find it something of a labour to 
indite epistles to people in England, and yet he had the pen of 
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a ready writer. The links that bound them together were fast 
breaking loose. Eva, aud Eva alone, remaiued clear and real to 
the vision of his mind. She was always with him ; and to her, 
at any period of his life, ho never found difficulty in writing. 
For, in truth, thoir very natures were interwoven, and the rap- 
port between them was not produced merely by the pressure of 
external circumstances, or by the fact of continual contact and 
mutual attraction arising from physical causes, such as the 
natural leaning of youth to youth and beauty to beauty. 

These causes, according to Ernest's creed, no doubt bad to do 
with its production, and perhaps were necessary to its mundane 
birth, as the battery is necessary to the creation of iho electrio 
spark. Thus, had Eva been old, instead of a young and lovely 
girl, the rapport would perhaps never have eomo into being hero. 
In short, they formed the cable along which the occult communi- 
cation could pass, but there their function ended. Having once 
established that communication, and provided a means by which 
the fusion of spirit could be effected, youth and beauty and the 
natural attraction of sex to sex had done their part. The great 
dividing river that rolls so fast and wide between our souls in 
their human shape had been safely passed, and the two fortunate 
travellers had been allowed before their time to reap advantages 
— the measureless advantage of real lovo, so rare on earth, and 
at jts best so stained by passion ; tho divine privilege of suffer- 
ing for that love’s sake that will bring such endless blessings in 
its trail!, which will only come to most of us, and then perhaps 
imperfectly, in a different world from this. 

Yes, the bridge might now bo broken down ; it had served 
its purpose. Come age, or loss of physical attraction, or separa- 
tion and icy silence, or tho change called death itself, and the 
souls thus subtly blended can and will and do defy them. For 
the real life is not here ; here only is the blind beginning of 
things, maybe the premature beginning. 

And so Ernest posted his letters, and then, partly to employ 
his thoughts, and partly because it was his nature to throw him- 
self into whatever stream of life was flowing past hiys, he set 
himself to master the state of political affairs in the country in 
which he found himself. t 

This need not be entered into here, farther than to say that 
it was such as might with advantage have employed wiser heads 
than his, and indeed did employ them. Suffice it to say that he 
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contrived to make himself of considerable use to the English 
party, both before and after the annexation of the Transvaal to 
the dominions of the Crown. Among other things he went on 
several missions in conjunction with Mr. Alston, with a view of 
ascertaining the real stato of feeling among the Boers. He 
also, together with Jeremy, joined a volunteer corps which was 
organised for the defence of Pretoria when it was still a matter 
of doubt whether or not the contemplated annexation would or 
would not result in an attack being made upon the town by the 
Boers. It was a most exciting time, and once or twice Ernest 
and Jeremy had narrow escapes of being murdered. However, 
nothing worthy of note happened to them, and at last the long- 
expected annexation came off successfully, to the intense joy of 
all tlio Englishmen in the country, and to the great relief of the 
vast majority of the Boers. 

Now, together with the proclamation by whiqji the Trans- 
vaal was annexed to her Majesty’s dominions, was issued another 
that was to have a considerable bearing upon our hero’s for- 
tunes. This was none other than a promise of her Majesty’s 
gracious pardon to all such as had been resident in the Trans- 
vaal for a period of six months previous to the date of annexa- 
tion, being former British subjects and offenders against tlio 
English criminal law, who would register their name and offence 
within a given time. The object of this proclamation was to 
give immunity from prosecution to many individuals formerly 
deserters from the English army, and other peoplo win had in 
some way transgressed the laws, but were now occupying respect- 
able positions in their adopted country. 

Mr. Alston read this proclamation attentively when it came 
out in a special number of the Gazette . Then, after thinking 
for a while, he handed it to Ernest. 

“ You have read this amnesty proclamation ?” he said. 

44 Yes,” answered Ernest ; 44 what of it ?” 

44 What of it ? Ab, the stupidity of youth ! G^down, go 
down on your knees, young man, and render thanks to the 
Power that inspired Lord Carnarvon with the idea of annexing 
the Transvaal. Can’t you very well see that it takes your neck 
out of fhe halter ? Off with you, and register your name and 
offence with the secretary to Government, and you will be clear 
for ever from any consequences that might ensue from the slight 
indiscretion of having shot your own first cousin on British soil.” 
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tt By Joyo, Alston ! you don’t mean that ?” 

‘‘Mean it? of course 1 do. The proclamation does not 
specify any particular offence to which pardon is to be denied, 
and you have lived more than six months on Transvaal terri- 
tory. Off you go !” 

And Ernest went like an arrow. 


CHAPTER XXVII, 

FOUND WANTING. 

Ernest reached the Governnftnt office and registered his 
name, and in due course received “her Majesty’s gracious 
pardon and indemnity from and against all actions, proceed- 
ings, and prosecutions at law, having arisen, arising, or to arise, 
by whomsoever undertaken, &c., conveyed through his Excel- 
lency the Administrator of Our said territory of the Trans- 
vaal.” 

When this precious document was in his pocket, Ernest 
thought that he now for the first time fully realised what the 
feelings of a slave unexpectedly manumitted must be. Had it 
not been for this fortunate accident, the consequences of that 
fatal duel must have continually overshadowed him. lie would, 
had he returned to England, have been liable at any period of 
his life' to a prosecution for murder. Indeed, the arm of the 
law is long, and he lived in continual apprehension of an appli- 
cation for his extradition being made to the authorities of 
whatever country he was in. But now all this was gone from 
him, and he felt that he would not be afraid to have words 
with an attorney-general, or shudder any more at the sight of a 
policeman. 

His first idea on getting his pardon was to return straight- 
way to England ; but that silent Fate which directs men’s lives, 
driving them whither they would not, and forcing their bare 
and bleeding feet to stumble along the stony paths of its hidden 
purpose, came into his mind, and made him see ths it would 
be better to delay a while. In a few weeks Eva’s answer would 
surely reach him. If he were to go now, it was even possible 
that he might pass her ip mid- ocean, for in his heart he never 
doubted but that she would come. 
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And indeed the very next mail there cumo a letter from 
Dorothy, written in answer to that which he had posted on the 
same day that he had written to Eva. It was only a short 
letter — the last post that could catch the mail was just going 
out, and his welcome letter had only just arrived ; but she had 
twenty minutes, and she would send one lino. She told him 
how grateful they were to hear that he was well and safe, and 
reproached him gently for not writing. Then sho thanked him 
for making her his confidante about Eva Ceswick. Sho had 
guessed it long before, she said ; and she thought they were 
both lucky in each other, and hoped and prayed that when the 
time came they would be as completely happy as it was possible 
for peoplo to bo. She had n^er spoken to Eva about him ; but 
she should no longer feel any diffidence in doing so now. She 
should go and see her very soon, and plead his cause ; not that 
it wanted any pleading, however, she was sure o£ that. Eva 
looked sad now that lie was gone. There had been some talk 
a while back of Sir. Plowden, the now clergyman ; but she sup- 
posed that Eva had given him his quietus, as sho heard no more 
of it now ; and so on, till the “ postman is at the door waiting 
for this letter.” 

Little did Ernest guess what it cost poor Dorothy to write 
her congratulations and wishes of happiness. A man— the 
nobler animal, remember — could hardly havo done it ; only the 
inferior woman would show such unselfishness. 

This letter filled Ernest with a sure and certain hope* Eva, 
he clearly saw, had not had time to write by that mail ; by the 
next her answer would come; It can be imagined that he waited 
for its advent with some anxiety. 

Mr. Alston, Ernest, and Jeremy had taken a house in Pre- 
toria, and for the past month or two had been living in it very 
comfortably. It was a pleasant ono- storied house, with a 
verandah and a patch of flower-garden in front of it, in which 
grew a large gardenia- bush covered with hundreds of swoet- 
Bcented blooms, and many rose-trees, that in the divine climate 
of Pretoria flourish like thistles in our own. Beyond the flowers 
was a patch of vines, covered at this season of the year with 
endraou^ bunches of grapes, extending down to the line of 
waving willow- trees, interspersed with clumps of bamboo that 
grew along the edge of the sluit and kept the house private 
from the road. On the other side of the narrow path which 
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led to the gate was a bed of melons, now rapidly coming to per- 
fection. This garden was Ernest’s especial pride and occupation, 
and just then he was much troubled in his mind about tho 
melons, which were getting scorched by the bright rays of the 
sun. To obviate this he had designed cunning frameworks of 
little willow twigs, which he stuck over the melons and covered 
with dry grass — “ parasols ” he called them. 

One morning— it was a particularly .lovely morning — Ernest 
was standing after breakfast on this path smoking, and directing 
Mazooku as to the erection of his “ parasols ” over his favourite 
melons. It was not a job at all suited to tho capacity of tho 
great Zulu, whose assegai, stuck in tho ground behind him in 
the middle of a small bundle of knob-sticks, seemed a tool 
ominously unlike those used by gardeners of other lands. How- 
ever, 44 needs must when the devil drives,” and there was the 
brawny fellow on his knees, puffing and blowing, and trying to 
fix the tuft of grass to Ernest’s satisfaction. 

“ Mazooku, you lazy hound,” said the latter at lntft, “if you 
don’t put that tuft right in two shakes, by the heaven you will 
never reach, I’ll break your head with your own korrie l” 

“ Ow, Inkoos,” replied the Zulu sulkily, again trying to prop 
up tho tuft, and muttering to himself meanwhile. 

44 Do you catch what that fellow of yours is saying?” asked 
Mr. Alston. “He is saying that all Englishmen are mad, arid 
that you are the maddest of the mad. Ho considers that nobody 
who was not a lunatic would bother his head with those 4 wc^ds 
that stink * (flowers), or these fruits which, even if you succeed 
in growing them — and surely the things are bewitched, or they 
would grow without 4 hats *” (Ernest’s parasols) — 44 must lie very 
cold on the stomach.” 

At that moment the particular 44 hat” which Mazooku was 
trying to arrange fell down again, whereupon the Zulu’s patitneo 
gave out, and, cursing it for a witch in the most vigorous lan- 
guage, he emphasised his words by bringing bis fist straight 
down on the melon, smashing it to pieces. "Whereupon Ernest 
made for him, and he vanished swiftly. . 

Mr. Alston stood by laughing at tho sccneAand awaited 
Ernest’s return. Presently he crime scrolling bacr, not having 
caught Mazooku. Indeed, it would not have greatly mattered 
if he had ; for, as thjt swarthy gentleman very well knew, great 
indeed must be the provocation that could induce Ernest to 
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touch a native. It was a thing to which he had an almost nn 
conquerablo aversion, in the same way that he objected to the 
word “nigger” as applied to a peoplo who, whatever their 
faults may be, are, as a rule, gentlemen in the truest sensq^f 
the word. 

As he came strolling down the path towards him, his face 
little flushed with tho exertion, Mr. Alston thought to himself 
that Ernest was growing into a very handsome fellow. The 
tall frame, narrow at the waist and broad at the shoulders, the 
eloquent dark eyes, which so far surpass the loveliest gray or 
blue, the silken hair, which curled over his head like that on a 
Grecian statue, the curved lips, the quick intelligence and kindly 
smile that lit the whole face— all these things helped to make 
his appearance not so much handsome as charming, and to 
women captivating to a dangerous extent. Ilis dress, too — 
which consisted of riding-breeches, boots and spurs,* a white 
waistcoat and linen coat, with a very broad soft felt hat looped 
up at one side, so as to throw the face into alternate light and 
shadow — helped the general effect considerably. Altogether 
Ernest was a pretty fellow in thoso days. 

Jeremy was lounging on an easy- chair in the verandah, in 
company with the boy Roger Alston, and intensely interested 
in watching a furious battle between two lines of ants, black 
and red, who had their homes somewhere in the stonework. 
For a long while the issue of the battle remained doubtful, 
victory inclining, if anything, to the side of the thin red line, 
when suddenly, from the entrance to the nest of the black ants, 
there emerged a battalion of giants — great fellows, at least six 
times the size of the others— who fell upon the red ants and 
routed them, taking many prisoners. Then followed the most, 
curious spectacle, namely, the deliberate execution of the cap- 
tive red ants, by having their heads bitten off by the great 
black soldiers. Jeremy and Roger knew what was coming very 
well, for these battles were of frequent occurrence, and tho 
casualties among the red ants simply frightful. On this occa- 
sion they determined to save the prisoners, which was effected 
by dipping ajmatch in some of the nicotine at the bottom of a 
pipe, and pkfcing it in front of the black giants. The ferocious 
insects would thereupon abandon their captives, and, rushing ai 
the strange intruder, hang ou like bulldogs till the poison did 
its work, and they dropped off senseless, to recover presently 



Found Wanting . 185 

and stagger off home, holding their legs to their antenna) and 
exhibiting every other symptom of frightful headache. 

Jeremy was sitting on a chair, oiling the matches, and Roger, 
kneeling on the pavement, was employed in beguiling the giant* 
into biting them, when suddenly they heard the sound of gallop- 
ing horses and the rattle of wheels. The lad, lowering his head 
still more, looked out towards tho market-square through a gap 
between the willow-stems. 

“ Hurrah, Mr. Jones,” he said, “ here comes the mail !” 

Next minute, amid loud blasts from the bugle, and enveloped 
in a cloud of dust, the heavy cart, to the sides and seats of which 
the begrimed and worn-out passengers were clinging like drown- 
ing men to straws, came rattling along as fast as the six grays 
reserved for the last stage could gallop, and vanished towards 
the post-office. 

“There’s the mail, Ernest,” hallooed Jeremy; “she will 
bring the English letters.” 

Ernest nodded, turned a littlo pale, and nervously knocked 
out his pipe. No wonder ; that mail-cart carried his destiny, 
and he know it. Presently ho walked across the square to the 
post-office. The letters were not sorted, and he was the first 
person there. Yery soon one of his Excellency’s staff came 
riding down to get the Government IIouso bag. It was the 
samo gentleman with whom he had sung “ Auld lang syne ” so 
enthusiastically on the day of J eremy's encounter with the giant, 
and hail afterwards been carted homo in the wheelbarrow. 

“ Hullo, Kershaw, hero we are, ‘ primos inter omnes,’ * pri- 
mos primi primores,’ which is it ? Come, Kershaw*, you are the 
last from school— -which is it ? I don’t believe you know — ha! 
ha ! ha 1 What are you doing down hero so soon ? Does the 
1 expectant swain await the postman’s knock * ? Why, my dear 
fellow, you look pale ; you must be in love or thirsty. So am 
I— the latter, not the former. Lovo, I do abjure thee. * Quis 
separabit,’ who will have a split ? I think that the sun can’t be 
far from the line. Shall we, my dear Kershaw, shall we take an 
observation ? Ha ! ha ! ha !” i 

“ No, thank you, I never drink anything between \ieals.” 

“ Ah, my boy, a bad habit ; give it up before it is too late. 
Break it off, my dear Kershaw, and always wet your whistle in 
the strictest moderation,^ you will die young. What says the 
poet? — • 
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* He who drinks strong beer, and goes to bed mellow, 

Lives as he ought to live, lives as he ought to live, 

Lives as he ought to live, and dies a jolly good fellow/ 

Byron, I think, is it not ? Ila ! ha t ha !” 

Just then some others came up, and, somewhat to Ernest’s 
relief, his friend turned the light of his kindly countenance to 
shine elsewhere, and left him to his thoughts. 

At last the little shutter of the post-office was thrown up, and 
Ernest got his own letters, together with those belonging to Mr. 
Alston and Jeremy. lie turned iuto the shade of a neighbour- 
ing verandah, and rapidly sorted the pile. There was no letter 
in Eva’s handwriting. But there was one in that of her sister 
Florence. Ernest knew the writing well ; there was no mis- 
taking its peculiar upright, powerful looking characters. This 
he opened hurriedly. Enclosed in the letter was a’hote, which 
was in the writing he had expected to see. He rapidly unfolded 
it, and, as he did so, a flash of fear passed through his brain. 

“Why did she write in this way ?” 

The note could not have been a long one, for in another 
minute it was lying on the ground, and Ernest, pale-faced and 
with catching breath, was clinging to the verandah-post with 
both hands to save himself from failing. In a few seconds he 
recovered, and, picking up the nole, walked quickly across tho 
square towards Iris house. Half-way across lie was overtaken by 
his friend on the Staff cantering gaily along on a particularly 
■wooden-looking pony, from tho sides of which his legs projected 
widely, and waving in one hand tho Colonial Office bag addressed 
to the administrator of the Government. 

“ Hullo, my abstemious friend !” he hallooed, as he pulled up 
tho wooden pony with a jerk that sent each of its stiff legs 
sprawling in a different direction. “Was patience rewarded? 
Is Chloe over the water kind ? If not, take my advice, and 
don’t trouble your head about her. Quant on ria pas ce qu'on 
aimc y tho wise man aimes ce qu'il a. Kershaw, I have conceived 
a great affection for you, and I will let you into a secret. Come 
with me jj-iis afternoon, and I will introduce you to two charm- 
ing specimens of indigenous beauty. Like roses they bloom 
upon the veldt, and waste their sweetness on the desert air. 
* Mater pulchra, puella pulcherrima,’ astVirgil says. I, as befits 
fny years, w 21 attach myself to the mater, for your sweet youth 
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Bliall be reserved the puella. Ha ! ha ! ha !” And he brought 
tlio despatch- bag down with a sounding whack between the ears 
of the wooden pony, with the result that he was nearly scut 
flying into the shut, being landed by a sudden plunge well on to 
the animals crupper. 

“ Woho, Bucephalus, woho ! or your mealies shall be cut off.” 

Just then he for the first time caught sight of the face of his 
companion, who was plodding along in silence by his side. 

“ Hullo ! what’s up, Kershaw ?” ho said, in an altered tone ; 
“you don’t look well. Nothing wrong, I hope ?” 

“ Nothing, nothing," answered lamest quietly; “that is, I 
have got some bad news, that is all. Nothing to speak of, 
nothing.” 

“My dear fellow, I am so sorry, and I have been troubling 
you with my nonsense. Forgive mo. There, you wish to be 
alone. Good-bye.” 

A few seconds later, Mr. Alston and Jeremy, from their point 
of vantage on the veranda, saw Ernest coming with swift strides 
up the garden -path. His face was drawn with pain, and iliero 
was a fleck of blood upon his lip. He passed them without a 
word, and, entering the house, slammed the door of his own 
room. Mr. Alston and Jeremy looked at one another. 

“What’s up?” said the laconic Jeremy. 

Mr. Alston thought a while before he auswered, as was his 
fashion. 

u Something gpne wrong with c the ideal,’ I should say,” he 
said at length ; “ that is the way of ideals.” ' * , 4 . , . t 

“ Shall we go and see ?’* said J ereray uneasily. 

“No, give him a minute or two to pull himself together. 
Lots of time for consolation afterwards.” 

Meanwhile Ernest, having got into his room, sat down upon 
the bed, and again read the note which was enclosed in 
Florence’s letter. Then he folded it up and put it down, slowly 
and methodically. Next he opened the other letter; which he 
had not yet looked at, and read that too. After he had done it 
he threw himself face downwards on the pillow, and thought 
a while. Presently he arose, and, going to the othty side of the 
room, took down a revolver-case which hung to anail,and drew 
out the revolver, which was loaded. Returning, he again s&t* 
down upon the bed, epd cocked it. So he remained for a minute 
or two, and then slowly lifted the pistol towards his head. «At 
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that moment he heard footsteps approaching, and, with a quicU 
movement, threw the weapon under the bed. As he did so Mr. 
Alston and Jeremy entered. 

44 Any letters, Ernest ?” asked the former. 

44 Letters ! 0 yes, I beg your pardon ; here they are and 
he took a packet from the pocket of his white coat, and handed 
them to him. 

Mr. Alston took them, looking all the while fixedly at Ernest, 
who avoided his glance. 

44 What is the matter, ray boy ?” he said kindly at last , 
44 nothing wrong, I hope ?” 

Ernest looked at him blankly. 

44 What is it, old chap ?” said Jeremy, seating himself on the 
bed beside him, and laying his hand on his arm. 

Thon Ernest broke out into a paroxysm of grief painful to 
behold. Fortunately for all concerned, it was brief. ‘ Had 
lasted much longer, something must have given way. Suddenly 
his mood changed, and he grew hard and bitter. 

“ Nothing, my dear fellows, nothing,” he said ; 4t that is, only 
the sequel to a pretty little idyl. You may remember a letter 
I wrote — to a woman — some months back. There, you both of 
you know the story. Now you shall hear the answer, or, to Lu 
more correct, the answers. 

“That — woman has a sister. Both she and her sister hav., 
written to me. My — her sister’s letter is the longest. We will 
take it first. I4hink that we may skip the first page, there i* 
nothing particular in it, and I do not wish to— waste your time. 
Now listen : 

44 4 By the way, I have a piece of news for you which will 
interest you, and which you will, I am sure, be glad to hear ; 
for, of course, you will have by this time got over any little 
tendressc you may have had in that direction. Eva ’ (that is tho 
woman to whom I wrote, and to whom I thought I was engaged) 
‘is going to be married to a Mr. Plowdon, a gentleman who has 
been acting as locum tenens for Mr. Halford.’” Here Jeremy 
sprang. up, am swore a great oath. Ernest motioned him down, 
and went on : 44 4 1 say I am certain that you will be glad to hear 
{liifl,Jbecau8e the match is in every respect a satisfactory one, 
and will, I am sure, bring dear Eva happiness. Mr. Plowden is 
well off, and, of course, a clergyman— two great guarantees for 
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the success of their matrimonial venture. Eva tells me that she 
kid a letter from you last mail 1 (the letter I read you, gentle- 
men), 4 and asks me to thank you for it. If sh e can find time, 
flic will send you a line shortly ; but, as you will understand, 
she has her hands very full just at present. The wedding is to 
l ike place at Kesterwick Church on the 17th of May 1 (that is 
to-morrow, gentlemen), 4 and, if this letter reach es^you in time, 
L am sure that you will think of us all on that day. It will be 
very quiet, owing to our dear aunt’s death being still so com- 
paratively recent. Indeed, the engagement has, in obedience to 
Mr. Plowden’s wishes —for he is very retiring — been kept quite 
secret, and you are absolutely the first person to whom it has 
been announced. I hope that you will feel duly flattered, sir. 
We are very busy about tho troussoau, and just now the burn- 
ing question is, of what colour tho dress in which Eva is to go 
nvay iq after the weddiug shall be. Eva and I are all for gray. 
'Mr. Plowden is for olive-green, and, as is natural under the 
circumstances, I expect that he will carry the day. They arc 
together in the drawing-room settling it now. You always 
admired Eva (rather warmly once ; do you remember how cut 
up you both were when you went away ? Alas for tho fickleness 
of human nature I) ; you should see her now. Her happiness 
makes her look lovely — but I hear her calling me. No doubt 
iliey have settled the momentous question. Good-byo. I am 
not clever at writing, but I hope that my news will make up 
for my want of skill.— Always yours, \ . V k- ' 

“ * Florence Ceswick.’ 


Now for the enclosure,” said Ernest : 

44 4 Dear Ernest, — I got your letter. Florence will tell you\ 
what there is to tell. I am going to be married. Think what i 
you will of me ; I cannot help myself. Believe me, this hasj 
cost me great suffering ; but my duty seems clear. I hope that-, 
you will forget me, Ernest, as henceforth it will be my duty 
to forget you. Good-bye, my dear Ernest ; 0, "good-byo 1 
, « * E. 1 ” 

44 Humph 1” murmured Mr. Alston beneath his breath. w As ’ 
I thought— clay, and damned bad clay, top !” 

Slowly Ernest tfire the letter into small fragments, threw ' 
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them down, and stamped upon them with his foot as though 
they were a living thing. 

44 I wish that I had shaken the life out of that devil of a 
parson 1” groaned Jeremy, who was in his way as much affected 
by the news as his friend. 

“Curse you!” said Ernest, turning on him fiercely; “.why 
didn’t you stop where you were and look after her, instead of 
coming humbugging after me ?” 

Jeremy only groaned humbly by way of answer, Mr. Alston, 
as was his way when perplexed, filled his pipe and lit it. Ernest 
paced swiftly up and down the little room, the whito walls of 
which he had decorated with pictures cut from illustrated papers, 
Christmas cards, and photographs. Over the head of. tbo bed 
was a photograph of Eva herself, which ho had framed in some 
beautiful native wood. He reached it down. 

44 Look,” ho said, “ that is the lady herself. Handsome, isn’t 
she, and pleasant to look on ? Who would have thought that 
she was such a devil ? Tells mo to forget her, and talks about 
4 her duty 1 ! Women love a little joke !” 

lie hurled the photograph on to the floor, and treated it as 
he had treated the letter, grinding it to pieces with his heel. 

41 They say,” ho went on, 44 that a man’s curses aro sometimes 
heard wherever it is they arrange these pleasant surprises for us. 
Now, you fellows bear witness to what ,1 say, and watch that 
woman’s life. I curse her before God and man 1 May she lay 
down her head in sorrow night by night, and year by year! 
May her — ” 

“ Stop, Ernest,” said Mr. Alston, with a shrug ; 41 you might be 
taken at your word, and you wouldn’t like that, you know. 
Besides, it is cowardly to go on cursing at a woman.” 

Ernest paused, standing for a moment with his clenched fist 
still raised above his head, his pale lips quivering with intense 
excitement, and his dark eyes flashing and blazing like stars. 

44 You are right,” he said, dropping his fist on to the table. 
“ It is with the man that I have to deal.” 

** What man ?*' 

“This Plf.wden. I fear that I shall disturb his honey- 
moon.’ r * 

. 44 What do you mean ?” 

44 1 mean that I am going to kill him, or he is going to kill 
me; it does not matter which.” 
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*Why, what quarrel havo you with the man? Of course 
he looked after himself. You could not expect him to consider 
your interests, could you ?” 

“ If he had cut mo out fairly, I should not have a word to 
say. Every man for himself in this pleasant world. But, mark 
my words, this parson and Florence have forced Eva into this 
unholy business, and I will have his life in payment. If you 
don’t believo me, ask Jeremy. lie saw something of the game 
before he left.” 

“ Look hero, Kershaw, tho man’s a parson. lie will take 
shelter behind his cloth ; lie won’t fight. What shall you do 
then?” 

“ I shall shoot him,” was tho cool reply. 

“ Ernest, you are mad ; it won’t do. You shall not go, and 
that is all about it. You shall not ruin yourself over this 
woman, whp is not fit to black an honest man’s shoes.” 

“Shall not! shall not! Alston, you use strong language. 
Who will prevent me ?” 

11 1 will prevent you,” ho answered sternly. “ I am your superior 
officer, and the corps you belong to is not disbanded. If you try 
to leave this place you shall be arrested as a deserter. Now don’t 
be a fool, lad ; you have killed one man, and got out of the mess. 
If you kill another you will not get out of it. Besides, what will 
tbe satisfaction be ? If you want revenge, be patient. It will 
come. I have seen something of lifo ; at least, I am old enough, 
to be. your father, and I know that you think mo a cynic 
because I laugh at your ‘ high-falutin ’ about women. How 
justly I warned you, you see now. But, cynic or no, I believo 
in the God above us, and I be lieve, too, that there is a rough 
justice in this world. It is in the world principally that people 
expiate the sins of the world ; and if this marriage is such a 
wicked thing as you thiuk, it will bring its own trouble with 
' it, without any help from you. Time will avenge you. Every- 
thing comes to him who can wait.” 

Ernest’s eyes glittered coldly as he answered, 

u I cannot wait. I am a ruined man already ; all my life 
is laid waste. I wish to die, but I wish to kill h*m before I 
die.” 

I “ So sure as my name is Alston you shall not go !” 

I M So sure as my name is Kershaw I will go I” 

For a moment the 9 two men faced one another ; it would 
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have been hard to say which looked the most determined. 
Then Mr. Alston turned and left the room and the house. On 
the verandah he paused and considered for a moment. 

u The boy means business,” he thought to himself. “ He 
will try and bolt. How can I stop him ? Ah, I have, it ;” and 
he set off briskly towards Government House, saying aloud as he 
went, “ I love that lad too well to let him destroy himself over 
a jilt.” 


CHAPTER XXVIII. 

ERNEST RUNS AWAY. 

When Alston left the room, Ernest sat down on the bed 
again. 

I am not going to be domineered over by Alston,” ho said 
excitedly ; “ he presumes upon his friendship.” 

Jeremy came and sat beside him, and took hold of his arm. 

“ My dear fellow, don’t talk like that. You know he means 
, kindly by you. You are not yourself just yet. By and by you 
•will see'things in a different light.” 

“Not myself, indeed ! Would you be yourself, I wonder, 
if you knew that the woman who had pinned all your soul to 
her bosom, as though it were a ribbon, was going to marry 
another man to-morrow ?” , 

“ Old follow, you forget, though I can’t talk of it in as 
pretty words as you can, I loved her too. I could bear to give 
her up to you, especially as she didn’t care a brass farthing 
about me ; but when I think about this other fellow, with his 
cold gray eye and that mark on his confounded forehead — Ah, 
Ernest, it makes me sick !” 

And they sat on the bed together and groaned in chorus, 
looking, to tell the truth, rather absurd. 

“ I tell you what it is, J eremy,” said Ernest, when he had 
finished groaning at the vision of his successful rival as painted 
by Jeremy ; “ you are a good fellow, and I am a selfish beast. 
Hete have I been kicking up all this devil’s delight, and you 
haven’t said & word. You are a more decent chap than I am, 
' Jeremy, by a long chalk. And I daresay you are as fond of 
her aB I am. No, I don’t think yon cau be that, though.” 



Ernest runs Away . 193 

“ My dear fellow, there is no parallel between our cases. I 
never expected to marry her. You did, and had every right to 
do so. Besides, we are differently made. You feel things 
three times as much as I do.” 

Ernest laughed bitterly. 

“ I don’t think that I shall ever feel anything again,” he 
said. * s My capacities for suffering will be pretty nearly used 
up. O, what a sublime fool is the man who gives all his life and 
heart to one woman ! No man would have done it ; but what 
could you expect of a couple of boys like we were ? That is 
why women like boys: it is so easy to take them in — like 
puppies going to be drowned, in love and faith they lick the 
hand that will destroy them. It must bo amusing — to the 
destroyers. By Jove, Alston was right about his ideals ! Do 
you know, I am beginning to see all these things in quite a 
different light. I used to believe in women, Jeremy— actually 
I used to believe in them. I thought they were better than wo 
are,” and he laughed hysterically. “ Well, we buy our experi- 
ence ; I sha’n’t make the mistake again.” 

“ Come, come, Ernest, don’t go on talking like that. You 
have got a blow as bad as death, and the only thing to do is to 
meet it as you would meet death — in silence. You will not go 
after that fellow, will you ? It will only make things worse, 
you see. You won’t have time to kill him before he marries 
her, and it really would not be worth while getting hanged about 
it wlien the mischief is done. There is literally nothing to be 
done except grin and bear it. We won’t go back to England at 
all, but right up to the Zambesi, and hunt elephant ; and as 
things have turned out, if you should get knocked on the head, 
why, you won’t so much mind it, you know.” 

Ernest made no answer to this consolatory address, and 
Jeremy left him alone, thinking that he had convinced him. 
But the Ernest of midday was a very different man from the 
Ernest of the morning, directing thj erection of “parasols” 
over melons. The cruel news that the mail had brought him, 
and which from force of association caused him for years after- 
wards to hate the sight of a letter, -had, figuratively speaking, 
destroyed him. He could never recover from it, though he 
would certainly survive it. Sharp indeed must be the grief 
which kills. But all tbg bloom and beauty had gone from his 
life ; the gentle faith which he had placed in women was gone 



194 The Witch's Head . 

(for so narrow-minded are we all, that we cannot help judging 
a class by our salient experiences of individuals), and he was 
from that day forwards, for many years, handed over to a long- 
drawn-out pain, which never quite ceased, though it frequently 
culminated in paroxysms, and to which death itself would have 
been almost preferable. 

But as yet he did not realise all these things ; what he did 
realise was an intense and savage thirst for revenge— so intense, 
indeed, that he felt as though he must put himself in a way to 
gratify it, or his brain would go. To-morrow, he thought, was 
to see the final act of his betrayal. To-day was the eve of her 
marriage, and ho as powerless to avert it as a child. O, great 
God ! And yet through it all he knew she loved him. 

Ernest, like many other pleasant, kindly- tempered men, was, 
if once stung into action by the sense of overpowering wrong, 
extremely dangerous. Ill, indeed, would it have fared with Mr. 
Plowdcn if he could have come across him at that moment. 
And he honestly meant that it should fare ill with that reverend 
gentleman. So much did he mean it, that before he left his 
room he wrote his resignation of membership of the volunteer 
corps to which he belonged, and took it up to the Government 
office. Then, remembering that the Potchefstroom post-cart left 
Pretoria at dawn on the following morning, he made his way to 
the office, and ascertained that there were no passengers booked 
to leave by it. But he did not take a place ; he was too clever 
to do that. Leaving the office, he went to the bank, and 'drew 
one hundred and fifty pounds in gold. Then he went home 
again. Here he found a Kafir messenger, dressed in the 
Government white uniform, waiting for him with an official 
letter. 

The letter acknowledged receipt of his resignation, but 
“regretted that, in the present unsettled state of affairs, his 
Excellency was, in the interest of the public service, unable to 
dispense with his services.” 

Ernest dismissed the messenger, and tore the letter across. 
If the Government could not dispense with him, he would dis- 
pense with the Government. His aim was to go to Potohef- 
stroom, and thence to the Diamond Fields. Onoe there, he 
could take the post-cart to Gape Town, where he would meet 
the English mail steamer, and in one igonth from the present 
4ate be once more in England. 
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That evening he dined with Mr. Alston, Jeremy, and Roger 
as usual, and no allusion was made to the events of the morn- 
ing. About eleven o’clock he went to bed, but not to sleep. 
The post-cart left at four. At three he rose very quietly, and 
put a few things into a leather saddle-bag, extracted his re- 
volver from under the bed where he had thrown it when, iu the 
first burst of his agony, he had been interrupted in his contem- 
plated act of self-destruction, and buckled it round his waist. 
Then he slipped out through the window of his room, crept 
stealthily down the garden-path, and struck out for the Potchef- 
stroom road. But, silently and secretly as he went, there went 
behind him one more silent and secret than he— one to whose 
race, through long generations of tracking foes and wild beasts, 
silence and secrecy had become an instinct. It was the Hotten- 
tot boy, Aasvogel. 

The Hoitentot followed him in the dim light, never more 
than fifty paces behind him, sometimes not more than ten, and 
yet totally invisible. Now he was behind a bush or a tuft of 
rank grass ; now he was running down a ditch ; and now again 
creeping over the open on his belly like a two-legged snake. 
As soon as Ernest got out of the town, and began to loiter 
along the Potchefstroom road, the Hottentot halted, uttering 
to himself a guttural expression of satisfaction. Then, watch- 
ing his opportunity, he turned and ran swiftly back to Pretoria. 
In ten minutes he was at Ernest’s house. 

In* front of the door were five horses, three with white 
riders, two being held by Kafirs. On the verandah, as usual 
smoking, was Mr. Alston, and with him Jeremy, the latter 
armed and spurred. 

The Hottentot made his report and vanished. 

Mr. Alston tamed and addressed Jeremy in the tone of one 
giving an order. 

“ Now go/’ he said at last, handing him a paper ; and Jeremy 
went, and, mounting one of the led horses, a powerful cream- 
coloured animal with a snow-white mane and tail, galloped off 
into the twilight, followed by the three white men. 

Meanwhile Ernest walked quietly along the road. Once 
he paused, thinking that he heard the sound of galloping horses, 
half a mile or so to the left. It passed, and he went on again. 
Presently the mist begaz^to lift, and the glorious sun came up , 
then came a rumble of wheels running along the silent road,. 
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and the post-cart with six fresh horses was upon him. He 
halted, and held up his hand to the native driver. The man 
knew him*and stopped the team at once. 

“ I am going with you to Potchefstroom, Apollo,” he said. 

“ All right, sar ; plenty of room inside, sar. No passenger 
this trip, sar, and damn good job too.” 

Ernest got up, and off they went. He was safe now. 
IFhere was no telegraph to Potchefstroom, and nothing could 
'ditch the post-cart if it had an hour's start. 

A mile farther on thero was a hill, up which the unlovely 
Apollo walked his horses. At the top of the hill was a clump 
of mimosa-bush, out of which, to the intense astonishment of 
both Ernest and Apollo, there emerged four mounted men with 
a led horse. One of these men was Jeremy; it was impossible 
to mistake his powerful form, sitting on his horse with the grip 
of a centaur. » 

They rode up to the post- cart in silence. Jeremy motioned 
to Apollo to pull up. He obeyed, and one of the men dis- 
mounted and seized the horse's head. 

“ Tricked, by Heaven !” said Ernest. 

“You must come back with me, Ernest,” said Jeremy 
quietly. “ I have a warrant for your arrest as a deserter, signed 
by the Governor.” 

“ And if I refuse ?” 

“ Then my orders are to take you back.” 

Ernest drew his revolver. 

w This is a trick,” he said, “ and I shall not go back.” m 

“ Then I must take you,” was the reply ; and Jeremy coolly 
dismounted. 

Ernest’s eyes flashed dangerously, and he lifted the pistol. 

“ 0 yes, you can shoot me if you like ; but if you do, the 
others will take you and he continued to walk towards him. 

, Ernest cocked his revolver and pointed it. 

“ At your peril !” he said. 

“ So be it,” said Jeremy, and he walked up to the cart. 

Ernest dropped his weapon. 

. “It is mean of you, Jeremy,” he said. “You know I can’t 
fire at you.” 

“ Of course you can’t, old fellow. Come, skip out of that ; 
„ you are keeping the mail. I have a hgrse ready for you, a slow 
• one ; you vton’t be able to run away on him.” 
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Ernest obeyed, feeling rather small, and in half an hour was 
back at his own house. 

Mr. Alston was waiting for him. 

“Good-morning, Ernest,” he said cheerfully. “'Went out 
driving and come back riding, eh ?” 

Ernest looked at him, and his brown cheek flushed. 

“ You have played me a dirty trick,” he said. 

“ Look here, my boy,” answered Mr. Alston sternly, “ I am 
slow at making a friend ; but when once I take his hand I hotj^ 
it till one of the two grows cold. I should have been no triift 
friend to you if I had let you go on this fool’s errand, this 
wicked errand. Will you give me your word that you will not 
attempt to escape, or must I put you under arrest ?” 

“I give you my word," answered Ernest, humbled ; “and I 
ask your forgiveness.” 

Thus i^ was that, for the first time in his life, Ernest tried 
to run away. 

That morning Jeremy, missing Ernest, went into his room 
to see what he was doing. The room was shuttered to keep 
out the glare of the sun ; but when he got used to the light he 
discovered Ernest sitting at the table, and staring str .light before 
him with a wild look in his eyes. 

“ Come in, old fellow, come in,” he called out, with bitter 
jocularity, “ and assist at this happy ceremony. Rather dark, 
isn’t it ? but lovers like the dark. Look 1” he went on, pointing 
jo his watch, which lay upon the table before him, “ by English 
time it is now about twenty minutes past eleven. They are 
being married now, Jeremy, my boy, I can feel it. By Heaven, 
I have only to shut my eyes and I can see it!” 

“ Come, come, Ernest,” said J eremy, “ don’t go on like that. 
You are not yourself, man.” 

. He laughed, and answered : 

“ I am sure I wish I wasn’t. I tell you I can see it all. I 
can see Eesterwick Church full of people, and before the altar, 
in her white dress, is Eva ; but her face is whiter than her dress, 
Jeremy, and her eyes are very much afraid. And there is 
Florence, with her dark smile, and your friend Mr. Plowden, 
too, with his cold eyes and the cross upon his forehead. 'O, I 
assure you, I can see them all. It is a pretty wedding, very. 
There, it is ever now, and I think I will go away before the 
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“O, hang it all, Ernest, wake up!** said Jeremy, shaking him 
by the shoulder. “ You will drive yourself mad if you give 
your imagination so much rein.” 

“ Wake up, my boy ! I feel more inclined to deep. Have 
some grog. Won’t you ? Well, I will.” 

He rose and went to the mantelpiece, on which stood a 
square bottle of hollands and a tumbler. Rapidly filling the 
tumbler with raw spirit, he drank it as fast as the contractions 
of his throat would allow. He filled it again, and drank that 
too. Then he fell insensible upon the bed. 

It was a strange scene, and in some ways a coarse one, but 
yet not without a pathos of its own. 

'‘Ernest,” said Mr. Alston, threo weeks later, u you are 
strong enough to travel now ; what do you say to six months 
or a year among the elephants? The oxen are ip first-rate 
condition, and wo ought to get to our ground in six or seven 
weeks.” 

Ernest, who was lying back in a low cane-chair, looking 
very thin and pale, thought for a moment before he answered : 

44 All right, I’m your man ; only let’s get off soon. T am 
tired of this place, and want something to think about. * 

“ You have given up the idea of returning to England V” 

14 Yes, quite.” 

44 And what do you say, Jeremy ?” 

“ Where Ernest goes, there will I go also Besides, to shoot 
an elephant is the one ambition of my life,” 

“ Good ! then we will consider that settled. We shall want 
to pick up another eight-bore j but I know of one a fellow 
wants to sell, a beauty, by Riley. I will begin to make arrange- 
ments at once ” 


CHAPTER XXIX. 

MR. PLOWDEN ASSERTS HIS RIGHTS. 

When last we saw Eva she had just become privately 
engaged to the Reverend James Plowden. But the marriage 
* as not to take place till the following spring, and the follow- 
iug spring was a long way off. Vaguely Bbe hoped something 
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might occur to prevent it, forgetting that, as a rule, in real life 
it is only happy things that accidents occur to prevent. Hare, 
indeed, is it that the Plowdons of this world are prevented 
from marrying the Evas ; Fate has sufficient to do hi thwarting 
the Ernests. And, meanwhile, her position was not altogether 
unendurable, for she had made a bargoin with her lover that 
the usual amenities of courtship were to bo dispensed with. 
There were to be no embracings or other tender passages ; she 
was not even to be forced to call him James. “James!" how 
she detested tho name ! Thus did the wretched girl try to put 
off iho evil day, much as tho ostrich is supposed to hide her 
head in a bush and indulgo in dreams of fancied security. Mr, 
Plowden did not object ; ho was too wary a hunter to do so. 
"While his stately prey was there with her head in tho thickest 
of die bush ho was oiirc of her. She would never wake from 
her foolish dreams till the ripe moment came to deliver tho 
fatal blofr, ami all would bo over. Hut if, on the contrary, he 
startled her now, she might take flight more swiftly than ho 
could follow, and leave him alone in tho desert 

So when Eva made her little stipulations no acquiesced in 
them, after only just so much hesitation as ho thought would 
■seem loM.r-like, “ Life, Eva,” he said scntentiously, “ is a com- 
pro lose I yield to your wishes.' 1 But in his heart he thought 
that a time would come when she would have to yield to his, 
and his cold eye gleamed. Eva saw the gleam, and shuddered 
prophetically. 

The It eve re ,d Mr. Plowden did not ^ufYor much distress at 
the coldness with which he was treated, lie knew that his day 
would come, and was content to wait for it like a wise man. 
lie was not in love with Eva. A nature like his is scarcely 
capable of any such feeling as that, for instance, which Eva and 
Ernest boro to each other. True love, crowned with immortality, 
veils his shining face from such men as Mr, Plowden. He was 
fascinated by her beauty, that was all. But his cunning was of 
a superior order, and he was quite content to wait. So he con- 
trived to extract a letter from Eva, in which she talked of “ our 
engagement," and alluded to “ our forthcoming marriage," and 
waited. 

And thus the time went on all too quickly for Eva. She 
was quietly miserable, but she was not acutely unhappy. That 
was yet to come, wit£ other evil things. Christmas came and 
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went, the spring came too, and with the daffodils and violets 
came Ernest's letter. 

Eva was down the first one morning, and was engaged in 
making the tea in the Cottage dining-room, when that modem 
minister to the decrees of Fate, the postman, brought the- letter. 
She recognised the writing in a moment, and the tea-caddy fell 
with a crash on to the floor. Seizing the sealed letter, she tore 
it open and read it swiftly. O, what a wave of love surged 
up in her heart as she read ! Pressing the senseless paper to 
her lips, she kissed it again and again. 

“ O Ernest 1” she murmured ; “ O my love, my darling !” 

Just then Florence came down, looking cool and composed, 
and giving that idea of quiet strength which is the natural 
attribute of some women. 

Eva pushed the letter into her bosom. 

“ What is the matter, Eva ?” said Florence quietly, noting 
her flushed face, “ and why have you upset the tea ?” * 

“ Matter !” she answered, laughing happily — she had not 
laughed so for months ; “ O, nothing — I have heard from Ernest, 
that is all.” 

“Indeed!” answered her sister, with a troubled smile on 
her dark face; “and what has our runaway to say for him- 
self?” 

“ Say ! O, ho has a great deal to say, and I have something 
to say too. I am going to marry him.” 

“ Indeed 1 And Mr. Plowden ?” 

Eva turned pale. 

u Mr. Plowden ! I have done with Mr. Plowden.” 

“ Indeed !” said Florence again ; “ really this is quite romantic. 
But please pick up that tea. Whoever you marry, let us have 
some breakfast in the mean while. Excuse me for one moment, 
I have forgotten my handkerchief.” 

Eva did as she was bid, and made the tea after a fashion. 

Meanwhile Florence went to her room and scribbled a note, 
enclosed it in an envelope, and rang the bell. 

The servant answered. 

“ Tell John to take this to Mr. Plowden’s lodgings at once ; 
and if he should be out, to follow him till he finds him, and 
deliver it.” 

* “ Yes, miss.” 

Ten minutes later Mr. Plowden got the^following note : 
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“ dome here at once. Eva has heard from Ernest Kershaw, 
and announces her intention of throwing you over and marrying 
him. Be prepared for a struggle, btft do not show that you 
have heard from me. You must find means to hold your own. 
Burn this.” 

Mr. Plowden whistled as he laid the paper down. Going to 
his desk, he unlocked it, and extracted the letter he had received 
from Eva, in which she acknowledged her engagement to him, 
and then, seizing his hat, walked swiftly towards the Cottage. 

Meanwhile Florence made her way down-stairs again, saying 
to herself as she went, “ An unlucky chance. If I had seen tho 
letter first, I would have burned it. But we shall win yet. 
She has not the stamina to stand out against that man.” 

As soon as she reached the dining-room Eva began to say 
something more about her letter, but her sister stopped her 
quickly. • 

u Let me have my breakfast in peace, Eva. We will talk of 
the letter afterwards. He does not interest me, your Ernest, 
and it takes away my appetite to talk business at meals.” 

Eva ceased, and sat silent ; breakfast had no charms for her 
that morning. 

Presently there was a knock at the door, and Mr. Plowden 
entered with a smile of forced gaiety on his face. 

u How do you do, Florence?” he said; “how do you do, 
dear Eva ? You see I have come to see you early this morning. 
I wa/lt a little refreshment to enable me to get through my 
day’s duty. The early suitor has come to pick up the worm of 
his affections,” and he laughed at his joke. 

Florence shuddered at the simile, and thought to herself that 
there was a fair chance of the affectionate w T orm disagreeing with 
the early suitor. 

Eva said nothing. She sat quite still and pale. 

“Why, what is the matter with you both? Have you 
seen a ghost?” 

“ Not exactly ; but I think that Eva has received a message 
from the dead,” said Florence, with a nervous laugh. 

Eva rose. “ I think, Mr. Plowden,” she said, “ that I had 
better be frank with you at once. I ask you to listen to me for 
a few moments.” 

“ Am I not always at your service, dear Eva ?” 

“ I wish,” began Eva, and broke down — “ I wish,” she went 
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on again, “ to appeal to your genorosity and to your feelings as 
a gentleman.” 

Florence smiled. « * 

Mr. Plowden bowed with mock humility and smiled too— a 
very ugly smile. 

“ You are aware that, before I became engaged to you, I had 
had a previous — affair.” 

“With the boy who committed a murder,” put in Mr. 
Plowden. 

“ With a gentleman who had the misfortune to kill a man in 
a duel,” explained Eva. 

“ The Church and the law call it murder.” 

“ Excuse me, Mr. Plowden, we are dealing neither with the 
Church nor the law ; we are dealing with the thing as it is 
called among gentlemen and ladies.” 

“ Go on,” said Mr. Plowden. # 

“ Well, misunderstandings, which I need not now enter into, 
arose with reference to that affair, though, as I told you, I loved 
the man. To-day I have heard from him, and his letter puts 
erierytSiing straight in my mind, and I see how wrong and unjust 
has been my behaviour to him, and I know that I love him more 
than ever.” 

“ Curse the fellow’s impudence !” said the clergyman furi- 
ously ; “ if he were here, I would give him a bit of my mind !” 

Eva’s spirit rose, and she turned on him with flashing eyes, 
looking like a queen in her imperial beauty. 

“If he were here, Mr. Plowden, you would not dare to look 
him in the face. Men like you only take advantage of the 
absent.” 

The clergyman ground his teeth. He felt his furious temper 
rising and did not dare to answer, though ho was a bold man in 
face of a woman. He feared lest it should get beyond him ; 
but beneath his breath he muttered, “ You shall pay for that, 
my lady !” 

“ Under these circumstances,” went on Eva, “ I appeal to you 
as a gentleman to release me from an engagement into which, 
as you know, I have been drawn more by force of circumstances 
than by my own wish. Surely, it is not necessary for me to say 
any more.” 

Mr. Plowden rose and came and stood quite close to her, so 
that his face was within a few inches of*her eyes. 
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“ Eva,* ho said, “ I am not going to be trifled with like this. 
You have promised to marry me, and I shall keep you to your 
promise. You laid yourself out to win my aff ection, the affection 
of an honest man.” 

Again Florence smiled, and Eva mode a faint motion of 
dissent. 

“ Yes, but you did, you encouraged me. It is very well for 
you to deny it now, when it suits your purpose, but you did, and 
you know it, and your sister thero knows it.” 

Florence bowed her head in assent. 

“ And now you wish, iu order to gratify an unlawful passion 
for a shcdder of blood— you wish to throw mo over, to trample 
upon my holiest feelings, and to rob me of the prize which I have 
won. No, Eva, I will not release you.” 

“ Surely, surely, Mr. Plowden,” said Eva faintly, for she was 
a gentle creature, and the man’s violence overwhelmed her, “ you 
will not force me into a marriage which I tell you is repugnant 
to me V I appeal to your generosity to release me. You can 
never oblige me to marry you when I tell you that I do not love 
you, and that my whole heart is given to another man.” 

Mr. Plowden saw that his violence was doing its work, and 
determined to follow it up. lie raised his voice till it was almoBt 
a shout. 

“ Yes,” he said, 11 1 will ; I will not submit to such wickedness. 
Love ! that will come. I am quite willing to take my chance 
of it. No, I tell you fairly that I will not let you off ; and if 
you try to avoid fulfilling your engagement to me I will do more : 
I will proclaim you all over the country as a jilt ; I will bring an 
action for breach of promise of marriage against you — perhaps 
you did not know that men can do that as well as women — and 
cover your name with disgrace I Look, I have your written 
promise of marriage and he produced her letter. 

Eva turned to her sister. 

“Florence,” she said, “cannot you say a word to help me? 
I am overwhelmed.” v 

“I wish I could, Eta dear,” answered her sister kindly; “but 
how can I? What Mr. Plowden says is just and right. You 
are engaged to him, and are in honour bound to marry him . 
0 Eva, do not bring trouble and disgrace upon ns all by your 
obstinacy ! You owe something to your name as well as to 

yourself, and something to me too. I am sure that 3Ir. Plowden 

• 
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will be willing to forget all about this if you will undertake 
never to allude to it again. 1 ’ 

“ O yes, certainly, Miss Florence. I am not revengeful ; I 
only want my rights.” 

Eva looked faintly from one to the other ; her head sank, 
and great black rings painted themselves beneath her eyes. The 
lily wad broken at last. 

“ You are very cruel,” she said slowly ; “ but I suppose it 
must be as you wish. Pray God I may die first, that is all !” and 
she put her hands to her head and stumbled from the room, 
leaving the two conspirators facing each other. 

“Come, we got over that capitally,” saidMr. Plowden, rubbing 
his hands. “ There is nothing like taking the high hand with a 
woman. Ladies must sometimes bo taught that a gentleman 
has rights as well as themselves.” 

Florence turned on him with bitter scorn. 

“ Gentlemen / Mr. Plowden, why is the word so often on 
your lips ? Surely, after the part you have just played, you do 
not presume to rank yourself among gentlemen f Listen! it 
suits my purposes that you should marry Eva, and you shall 
marry her ; but I will not stoop to play the hypocrite with a man 
like you. You talk of yourself as a gentleman, and do not 
scruple to force an innocent girl into a wicked marriage, and to 
crush her spirit with your cunning cruelty. A gentleman , for- 
sooth! — a satyr,. a devil in disguise l” / 

44 I am only asserting my rights ” he said furiously ; “.and 
whatever I have done, you have done more.” 

“ Do not try your violence on me, Mr. Plowden ; it will not 
do. I am not made of the same stuff as your victim. Lowei 
your voice, or leave the house and do not enter it again.” 

Mr. Plowden’s heavy under- jaw fell a little ; he was terribly 
afraid of Florence. 

14 Now,” she said, “ listen I I do not choose that you should 
labour under any mistake. I hold your hand in this business, 
though to have to do with you in any way is in itself a defile- 
ment,” and she wiped her delicate fingers on a pocket-handker- 
chief as she said: the word, “ because I have an end of my own 
to gain. Not a vulgar end like yours, but a revenge, which shidl 
> be almost divine or diabolical, call it which you will v in its com- 
pleteness. Perhaps it is a madness, perhaps it is an inspiration, 
perhaps it is a fate. Whatever it is, it Animates me body and 
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soul, and I will gratify it, though to do so I have to use a tool 
like you. I wished to explain this to you. I wished, too, to 
make it clear to you that I consider you contemptible. I have 
done both, and I have now the pleasure to wish you gpod- 
morning.” 

Mr. Plowden left the house white with fury, and cursing in 
a manner remarkable in a clergyman. 

“ If she wasn’t so handsome, hang me if I would not throw 
the whole thing up !” he said. 

Needless to say, he did nothing of the sort ; he only kept out 
of Florence’s way. 


CHAPTER XXX. 

THE VIRGIN MARTYR. 

Dorotiiy, in her note to Ernest that he received by the mail 
previous to the one that brought the letters which at a single 
blow laid the hope and promise of his life in the dust, had, it 
may be remembered, stated her intention of going to see Eva in 
order to plead Ernest’s cause ; but what with one thing and 
another, her visit was considerably delayed. Twice she was on 
the point of going, and twice something occurred to prevent her. 
The fact of the matter was, the errand was distasteful, and she 
was in no hurry to execute it. She loved Ernest herself, and, 
however deep that love might bo trampled down, however fast it 
might be chained in the dungeons of her secret thoughts, it was 
still there, a living thing, an immortal thing. She could tread 
it down and chain it ; she could not kill it. Its shade would rise 
and walk in the upper chambers of her heart, and wring its hands 
and cry to her, telling what it suffered in those subterranean 
places, whispering how bitterly it envied the bright and happy 
life which moved in the free air, and had usurped the love it 
claimed. It was hard to have to ignore those pleadings, to dis- 
regard those cries for pity, and to say that there was no hope, 
that it must always be chained, till time ate away the chains. 
It was harder still to have to be one of the abtual ministers to 
the suffering. Still, she meant to go. Her duty to Ernest was 
not to be forsaken because it was a painful duty. 

, On two or three occasions she met Eva, but got no oppor- 
tunity of speaking 1 5 her. Either her sister Florence was with 
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her, or she was obliged to return immediately. The fact was 
that, after the scene described in the last chapter, Eva was sub- 
jected to the closest espionage. At home, Florence watched her 
as a cat watches a mouse ; abroad, Mr. Plowden seemed to be 
constantly hovering on her flank, or, if he was not there, then 
she became aware of tho presence of the ancient and contempla- 
tive mariner who traded in Dutch cheeses. Mr. Plowden feared 
lest she should run away, and so cheat him of his prize ; Florence, 
lest she should confide in Dorothy, or possibly Mr. Cardus, and, 
supported by them, find the courago to assert herself and defraud 
her of her revenge. So they watched her every movement. 

At last Dorothy made up her mind to wait no longer for 
opportunities, but to go and seo Eva at her own home. She 
knew nothing of the Plowden imbroglio : but it did strike her 
as curious that no one had said anything about Ernest. He had 
written ; it was scarcely likely tho letter had miscarried. How 
was it that Eva had not said anything on the subject ? Little 
did Dorothy guess that, even as these thoughts were passing 
through her mind, a great vessel was steaming out of South- 
ampton docks, bearing those epistles of final renunciation 
which Ernest, very little to his satisfaction, received in due 
course. 

Full of these reflections, Dorothy found herself one lovely 
spring afternoon knocking at the door of the Cottage. Eva 
was at home, and she was at once ushered into her presence. 
She was sitting on a low chair— the same on which Ernest 
always pictured her with that confounded Skye terrier she was 
so fond of kissing — an open book upon her knee, and looking 
out at the little garden and the sea beyond. She looked pale 
and thin, Dorothy thought. 

On her visitor’s entrance, Eva rose and kissed her. 

“I am bo glad to see you,” she said; “I was feeling 
lonely.” — 

“Lonely I” answered Dorothy, in her straightforward way ; 
“why, I have been trying to find you alone for the lost fort- 
night, and have never succeeded.” 

Eva coloured. “ One may be lonely with ever bo many 
people round one.” 

Then for a minnte or so they talked about the weather ; so 
persistently did they discuss it, indeed, that the womanly 
instinct of each told her that the other w&s fencing. 
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After all, it was Eva who l?roke jhejce^firs^. 

44 Have you heard from Ernest lately ?” she said nervously. 

44 Yes ; I got a note by last mail.” 

“ O,” said Eva, clasping her hands involuntarily, 4i what did 
he say ?” 

“Nothing much. But I got a letter by the mail before 
that, in which he said a good deal. Among other things, he 
said he had written to you. Did you get the letter ?” 

Eva coloured to her eyes. 41 Yes,” she whispered. 

Dorothy rose, and seated herself again on a footstool by 
Eva’s feet, and wondered at the trouble in her eyes. How 
could she be troubled when she had heard from Ernest — “like 
that”? 

“ What did you answer him, dear ?” 

Eva covered her face with her hands. 

“ Do noA talk about it,” she said ; “ it is too dreadful to me !” 

44 What can you mean ? He tells me you are engaged to 
him.” 

44 Yes — that is, no. I was half engaged. Now I am engaged 
to Mr. Plowden.” 

Dorothy gave a gasp of horrified astonishmont. 

“ Engaged to that man when you were engaged to Ernest l 
You must bo joking.” 

“ O Dorothy, I am not joking ; I wish to Heaven I were. 
I am engaged to him. I am to marry him in less than a month. 
O, pity me, I am wretched.” 

“You mean to tell me," said Dorothy, rising, “that you are 
engaged to Mr. Plowden when you love Ernest 

“ Yes, O yes ; I cannot help — ” 

At that moment the door opened, and Florence entered, 
attended by Mr. Plowden. 

Her keen eyes saw at once that something was wrong, and 
her intelligence told her what it was. After her bold fashion, 
she determined to take the bull by the horns. Unless some- 
thing were done, with Dorothy at her back, Eva might prove 
obdurate after all. 

Advancing, she shook Dorothy cordially by the hand. 

44 1 see from your face,” she said, 44 that you have just heard 
the good news. Mr. Plowden is so shy that he would notoon- 
sent to announce it before ; but here he is to receive your 
congratulations.” * # 
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Mr. Plowden took the cue, and advanced effusively on 
Dorothy with outstretched hand. “ Yes, Miss Jones, I am sure 
you will congratulate me ; and I ought to be congratulated. I 
am the luckiest—” 

Here he broke off. It really was very awkward. His hand 
remained limply hanging in the air before Dorothy, but not the 
slightest sign did that dignified little lady show of taking it. 
On the contrary, she drew herself up to her full height — which 
was not very tall— and fixing her steady blue eyes on the clergy- 
man’s shifty orbs, deliberately placed her right hand behind 
her back. 

“ I do not shake hands with people who play such tricks,” 
she said quietly. 

Mr. Plowden’s hand fell to his side, and ho stepped back. 
He did not expect such courage in anything so small. Flo- 
; renco, however, sailed in to the rescue. • 

“ Really, Dorothy, we do not quite understand.” 

“ O yes, I think you do, Florence, or if you do not, then I 
will explain. Eva here was engaged to marry Ernest Kershaw. 
Eva here has just with her own lips told me that she still 
loves Ernest, but that she is obliged to marry— that man and 
she pointed with her little forefinger at Plowden, who recoiled 
another step. “ Is not that true, Eva ?” 

Eva bowed her head by way of answer. She still sat in the 
low chair, with her bands over her face. 

“ Really, Dorothy, I fail to see what right you have to 
interfere in this matter,” said Florence. 

“ I have the right of common justice, Florence— the right a 
friend has to protect the absent. O, are you not ashamed of 
such a wicked plot to wrong an absent man? Is there no 
way '* (addressing Mr. Plowden) “ in which I can appeal to your 
feelings, to induce you to free this wretched girl you have 
entrapped ?” 

“ I only ask my own,” said Mr. Plowden sulkily. 

“ For shame t for shame ! and you a minister of God’s word ! 
And you too, Florence ! 0, now I can read your heart, and 
see the bad thoughts looking from your eyes !” 

Florence for a moment was abashed, and turned her face 
aside. 

“ And you, Eva— how can you become a party to such a 
shameful thing? You, a good girl, to sell yourself away from 
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dear Ernest to such a man as that and again she pointed 
contemptuously at Mr. Plowden. 

“ O, don’t, Dorothy, don’t ; it is my duty. You don’t under- 
stand.” 

“0 yes, Eva, I do understand. I understand that it is 
your duty to drown yourself before you do such a thing. 
I am a woman as well as you, and though I am not beautiful, 
I have a heart and a conscience, and I understand only too 
well.” 

“ You will be lost if you drown yourself— I mean it is very 
wicked,” said Mr. Plowden to Eva, suddenly assuming his 
clerical character as most likely to be effective. The suggestion 
alarmed him. He had bargained for a live Eva. 

“ Yes, Mr. Plowden,” went on Dorothy, “ you are right : it 
would be wicked, but not so wicked as to marry you. God gave 
us women our lives, but Ho put a spirit in our hearts which tells 
us that we should rather throw them away than suffer ourselves 
to be degraded. O Eva, tell me that }ou will not do this 
shameful thing. No, do not whisper to her, Florence.” 

“Dorothy, Dorothy,” said Eva, rising and wringing her 
hands, “ it is all useless. Do not break my heart with your cruel 
words. I must marry him. I have fallen into the power of 
people who do not know what mercy is.” 

“ Thank you,” said Florence. 

Mr. Plowden scowled darkly. 

“ Then I have done and Dorothy walked towards the 
door. Before she reached it she paused and turned. “One 
word, and I will trouble you no more. What do you all expect 
will come of this wicked marriage ?” 

There was no answer. Then Dorothy went. 

But her efforts did not stop there. She made her way 
straight to Mr. Cardus’s office. 

“O Reginald,” she said, “I have such dreadful news for 
you. There, let me cry a little first, and I will tell you.” 

And she did, telling him the whole story from beginning to 
end. It was entirely new to him, and he listened with some 
astonishment, and with a feeling of something like indignation 
against Ernest. He had intended that young gentleman to fall 
in love with Dorothy, and behold, he had fallen in love with 
Eva. Alas for the perworsity of youth ! 

“Well,” he said, when she had done, “ and what do you wish 
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mo to do? It e&orns that you have to do with a heartless 
scheming woman, a clerical cad, and a beautiful fool. One 
might deal with the schemer and the fool, but no power on 
earth can soften the cad. At least, that is my experience. 
Besides, I think the whole thing is much better left alone. I 
should be very sorry to see Ernest married to a woman so worth- 
less as this Eva must be. She is handsome, it is true, and that is 
about all she is, as far as I can see. Don’t distress yourself, my 
clear ; he will get over it, and after he has had his fling out 
there, and lived down that duel business, he will come home, 
and if he is wise, I know where he will look for consolation.” 

Dorothy tossed her head and coloured. * 

“ It is not a question of consolation,” she said ; 41 it is a 
question of Ernest’s happiness in life.” 

“ Don't alarm yourself, Dorothy ; people’s happiness is not 
' so easily affected. He will forget all about her in a year.” 

“ I think that men always talk of each other like that, Regi- 
nald,” said Dorothy, resting her head upon her hands, and look- 
ing straight at the old gentleman. “ Each of you likes to think 
that he has a monopoly of feeling, and that the rest of his kind 
are as shallow as a milk-pan. And yet it was only last night 
that you were talking to me about my mother. 5Tou told me, 
you remember, that life had been a worthless thing to you since 
she was torn from you, which no success had been able to render 
pleasant. You said more : you said that you hoped that the 
end was not far off ; that you had suffered enough and waited 
enough ; and that, though you had not seen her face for fivc- 
and-twenty years, you loved her as wildly as you did the day 
when she first promised to become your wife.” 

Mr. Cardus had risen, and was looking through the glass 
door at the blooming orchids. Dorothy got up, and, following 
him, laid her hand upon his shoulder. 

“ Reginald,” the said, “ think. Ernest is about to be robbed 
of his wife under circumstances curiously like those by which 
you were robbed of yours. Unless it is prevented, what you 
have suffered all your life that he will suffer also. Remember 
you are of the samo blood, and, allowing for the difference 
between your ages, of very much the same temperament too. 
Think how different life would have been to you if any one 
had staved off your disaster, aud then I am sure you will do all 
ytiu can to stave off his.” 
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“ Life would have been non-existent for you,” he answered, 
“for you would never have been born.” 

“ Ah, well/’ she said, with a little sigh, “ I am sure I should 
have got on very well without. I could have spared myself.” 

Mr. Cardus was a keen man, and could see as far into the 
human heart as most. 

11 Girl,” he said, contracting his white eyebrows and suddenly 
turning round upon her, “ you love Ernest yourself. I have 
often suspected it, now I am sure you do.” 

Dorothy flinched. 

“ Yes,” she answered, u I do love him. What then ?” 

“And yet you are advocating my interference to secure his 
marriage with another woman, a worthless croaturo who does 
not know her ow t u mind. You cannot really care about 
him.” • 

“Care about him!” and slio turned her sweet blue eyes 
upwards. “ I love him with all my heart and soul and strength. 
I have always loved him ; I always shall love him. I love him 
so well that I can do my duty to him, Reginald. It is my duty 
to strain every nerve to prevent this marriage. I had rather 
that my heart should ache than Ernest’s. I implore of you to 
help me.” 

“Dorothy, it has always been my dearest wish that you 
should marry Ernest. I told him so just before that unhappy 
duel.* I love you both. All the fibres of my heart that are left 
alive have wound themselves around you. Jeremy I could never 
care for. Indeed, I fear that I used sometimes to treat the 
boy harshly. He reminds mo so of his father.' AnA-dtoyou 
know, my dear, I sometimes think that on that point T am not 
quite sane. But because you have asked me to do it, and 
because you have quoted your dear mother — may peace be 
with her I — I will do what I can. This girl Eva is of age, and 
I will write and offer her a home. She need fear no persecu- 
tion hero.” 

“ You are kind and good, Reginald, and I thank you.” 

li The letter shall go by to-night’s post. But run away now ; 
I see my friend De Talor coming to speak to me and the 
white eyebrows drew near together in a way that it would have 
been unpleasant for the great De Talor to behold. “ That busi- 
ness is drawing towards its end.” * 

11 0 Reginald,” answered Dorothy, shaking he** forefinger at' 
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him in her old childish way, “ haven’t you given up those ideas 
yet ? They are very wrong.” 

“ Never mind, Dorothy. I shall give them up soon, when I 
have squared accounts with De Talor. A year or two more — 
a stern chase is a long chase, you know — and the thing will be 
done, and then I shall become a good Christian again.” 

The letter was written. It offered Eva a home and protec- 
tion. 

In due course an answer, signed by Eva hctself, came back. 
It thanked him for his kindness, and regretted that circum- 
stances and “ her sense of duty ” prevented her from accepting 
the offer. 

Then Dorothy felt that she had done all that in her lay, and 
gave the matter up. 

It was about this time that Florence drew another picture. 

It represented Eva as Andromeda gazing hopelessly in the dim 
light of a ghastly dawn out across a glassy sea ; and far away 
in the oily depths there was a ripple, and beneath the ripple a 
form travelling towards the chained maiden. The form had a 
human head and cold gray eyes, and its features were those of 
Mr. Plowden. 

Aud so, day by day, Destiny, throned in space, shot her 
flaming shuttle from darkness' into darkness, and the time 
passed on, as the time must pass, till the inevitable end of all 
tilings is attained. 

Eva existed and suffered, and that was all she did. She 
scarcely ate, or drank, or slept. But still she lived ; she was not 
brave enough to die, and the chains were riveted too tight 
round her tender wrists to let her flee away. Poor nineteenth- 
century Andromeda ! No Perseus shall come to save you. 

The sun rose and set in his appointed course, the flowers 
bloomed and died, children were born, and the allotted portion. , 
of mankind passed onwards to its rest ; but no godlike Perseus 
came flying out of the golden east. 

Once more the sun rose. The dragon heaved his head above 
the quiet waters, and she was lost. By her own act, of her own 
folly * and weakness, she was undone. Behold her I the wedding 
is over. The echoes of the loud mockery of the bells have 
scarcely died upon the noonday air, and in her chamber, the 
chamber of her free and happy maidenhood, the virgin martyr 
stands alone. 



The Virgin^ Martyr, 213 

It is done. There lie the sickly- scented flowers ; there, too, 
the brides white robe. It is doue. 0, that life were done too, 
that she might once press her lips to his and die ! 

The door opens, and Florence stands before her, pale, 
triumphant, awe-inspiring. / 

“ I must congratulate you, my dear Eva. You really wont 
through the ceremony very well ; only you looked like a statue.” 

“ Florence, why do you come to mock me ?” 

11 Mock you, Eva, mock you ! I come to wish you joy as 
Mr. Plowden’s wife. I hope that you will be happy.” 

il Happy ! I shall never be happy. I detest him !” 

l< You detest him, and you marry him ; there must be some 
mistake.” 

“ There is no mistake. O Finest, my darling !" 

Florence smiled. 

“If Ernest is your darling, why did you not marry 
Ernest ?”* 

“ How could I marry him when you forced me into this ?” 

“ Forced you ! A freo wo^ian of full age cannot be forced. 
You married Mr. Plowden of your own will. You might have 
married Ernest Kershaw if you chose — he is in many ways 
a more desirable match than Mr. Plowden — but you did not 
choose.” 

“ Florence, what do you mean ? You always said it was 
impossible. O, is this all some cruel plot of yours ?” 

“ Impossible 1 there is nothing impossible to those who have 
courage. Yes," and she turned upon her sister fiercely, “ it was 
a plot, and you shall know it, you poor weak fool ! / loved 

Ernest Kershaw, and you robbed me of him, although you pro- 
mised to leave him alone ; and so I have revenged myself upon 
you. I despise you, I tell you ; you are quite contemptible, and 
yet he could prefer you to me. Well, he has got his reward. 
You have deserted him when he was absent and in trouble, and 
you have outraged his love and your own. You have fallen 
very low indeed, Eva, and you will fall lower yet. I know you 
well. You will sink, till at last you even lose the sense of your 
own humiliation. Don’t you wonder what Ernest must think 
of you now ? There is Mr. Plowden calling you. Comp, it is 
time for you to be going.” 

Eva listened aghast, and then sank against the wall, sob- 
bing despairingly. 
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OHAPTjER XXXI. 

HANS’S Cl TY OF WEST. 

Mr. Alston, Ernest, and J ( sremy had very good sport among 
the elephants, killing in all nineteen bulls. It was during this 
expedition that an incident occ irred which in its effect endeared 
Ernest to Mr. Alston more tha n ever. 

The boy Roger, who always went wherever Mr. Alston went, 
was the object of his father’s post tender solicitude. He be- 
lieved in the boy as ho believed in little else in the world— for 
at heart Mr. Alston was a sad cynic— and to a certain extent the 
boy justified his belief. lie wals quick, intelligent, and plucky, 
much such a boy as you may p’ick up by the dozen out of any 
English public school, except that his knowledge of men and 
manners was more developed, as 'is usual among young colonists. 
At the age of twelve Master Ryger Alston knew many things 
denied to most children of his agij. On the subject of education 
Mr. Alston had queer ideas. “ The best education for a boy,” 
he would say, “is to mix with grown-up gentlemen. If you 
send him to school, he learns little except mischief ; if you 
let him live with gentlemen, he learns, at any rate, to be a 
gentleman.” 

But whatever Master Roger knew, ho did not know much 
about elephants, and on this point he was destined to gain some 
experience. 

One day — it was just after they had got into the elephant 
country— -they were all engaged in following the fresh spoor of 
an apparently solitary bull. But. though an elephant is a big 
beast, R is hard work catching him up, because he never seems 
to get tired, and this was exactly what our party of hunters 
found. They followed that energetic elephant for hours, but 
they could not catch him, though the spoorers told them that 
he was certainly not more than a mile or so ahead. At last the 
. sun began to get low, and their leg’s had already got tired ; so 
they gave it up for that day, determining to camp whore they 
were. This being so, after a rest, Ernest and the boy Roger 
started out of camp to see if they could not shoot a buck or 
some birds for supper. Roger had a repeating Winchester car- 
bine, Ernest a double-barrelled shot-gun. Hardly had they left 
the camp when Aasvogel, J eremy's Hottentot, came running in, 
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and reported that he had seen the elephant, an enormous bull 
with a white spot upon his trunk, feeding in a clump of mimosa, 
not a quarter of a mile away. Up jumped Mr. Alston ami 
Jeremy, as fresh as though they had not walked a mile, and, 
seizing their double-eight elephant rifles, started olf with A&=- 
vogel. 

Meanwhile Ernest and Roger had been strolling towards tliii 
identical clump of mimosa. As they neared it, the former saw 
some guinea-fowl run into the sl^lter of the trees. 

“ Capital !” he said. “ Guinea-fowl are first-class eating. 
Now, Roger, just you go into the bush and drive the flock ovt r 
me. I’ll stand here, and make believe they are pheasants.” 

The lad did as ho was bid. Ilut in order to get well behind 
the covey of guinea-fowl, which are dreadful things to run, ho 
made a little circuit through the thickest part of the clump. Ah 
he did so his quick eye was arrested by a most unusual perform- 
ance on the part of one of the flat- crowned mimosa-trees. Sud- 
denly, and without the slightest apparent reason, it rose into the 
air, and then, behold! where its crown had been a moment 
before, appeared its roots. 

Such an “ Alice in Wonderland ” sort of performance on the 
part of a tree could not but excite the curiosity of an intelligent 
youth. Accordingly, Roger pushed forwards, and, getting round 
an intervening tree, this was what he saw : In a little glade 
about ten paces from him, flapping its ears, stood an enormou \ 
elephant with great white tusks, looking as large as a house and 
as cool as a cucumber. Nobody, to look at the brute, would 
have believed that he had given them a twenty miles’ trot under 
a burning sun. Ho was now refreshing himself by pulling up 
mimosa- trees as easily as though they were radishes, and eating 
the sweet fibrous roots. 

Roger saw this, and his heart burned with ambition to kill 
that elephant — the mighty great beast, about a hundred times 
as big as himself, who could pull up a large tree and make his 
dinner off the roots. Roger was a plucky boy, and, in his 
sportsmanlike zeal, he quite forgot that a repeating carbine is 
not exactly the weapon one would choose to shoot elephants with. 
Indeed, without giving the matter another thought, he lifted 
the little rifle, aimed it at the great beast’s head, and fired. Ho. 
hit it somewhere, that was very clear, for next moment tbl- 
air resounded with ^he most terrific scream of fnry that it 
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ever been his lot to bear. That scream was too much for him; 
he turned and fled swiftly. Elephants were evidently difficult 
things to kill. 

Fortunately for Roger, the elephant could not for some 
seconds make out where his tiny assailant was. Presently, 
however, he winded him, and came crashing after him, screaming 
shrilly, with his trunk and tail well up. On hearingthe shot 
and the scream of the elephant, Ernest, who was standing some 
way out in the open, in anticipation of a driving shot at the 
Guinea-fowl, had run towards the spot where Roger had entered 
the bush ; and, just as he got opposite to it, out ho came, 
scuttling along for his life, with the elephant not more than 
twenty paces behind him. 

Then Ernest did a brave thing, 

“ Make for tho bush !” he yelled to the boy, who at once 
swerved to tho right. On thundered the elephant,, straight 
towards Ernest. But with Ernest it was evident he considered 
he had no quarrel, for presently he tried to swing himself round 
after Roger. Then Ernest lifted his shot-gun, and sent a 
charge of No. 4 into the brute’s face, stinging him sadly. It 
was, humanly speaking, certain death which he courted, but at 
the moment his main idea was to save the boy. Screaming 
afresh, the elephant abandoned the pursuit of Roger, and made 
straight for Ernest, who fired the other barrel of small-shot, in 
the vain hope of blinding him. By now the boy had pulled up, 
being some forty yards off, and seeing Ernest just about to.be 
crumpled up, wildly fired the repeating rifle in their direction. 
Some good angel must have guided the little bullet ; for, as it 
happened, it struck the elephant in the region of the knee, and, 
forcing its way in, slightly injured a tendon, and brought the 
great beast thundering to the ground. Ernest had only just 
time to dodgo to one side as the huge mass came to the earth ; 
indeed, as it was, he got a tap from the tip of the elephant’s 
trunk which knocked him down, and, though he did not feel it 
at the time, made him sore for days afterwards. In a moment, 
however, he was up again, and away at his best speed, legging 
it as he never legged it before in his life; and so was the 
elephaqt. People have no idea at wbat a pace an elephant can 
*.go when he is out of temper, until they put it to the proof. 
*^tlad it not been for the slight injury to the knee, and the 
-^S^nty yards* Start he got, Ernest would have been represented 
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by little pieces before he was ten seconds older. As it was, 
when, a hundred and fifty yards farther on, elephant and Ernest 
broke upon the astonished view of Mr. Alston and Jeremy, who 
were hurrying up to the scene of action, they were almost one 
flesh ; that is, the tip of the elephant's trunk was npw up in the 
air, and now about six inches off the seat of Ernest's trousers, 
at which it snapped convulsively. 

Up went Jeremy’s heavy rifle, which luckily he had in his 
hand. 

** Behind the shoulder, half-way down the ear,” said Mr. 
Alston, beckoning to a Kafir to bring his rifle, which he was 
carrying. The probability of Jeremy’s stopping the beast at 
that distance — they were quite sixty yards off — was infinitesimal. 

There was a second’s pause. The snapping tip touched the 
retreating trousers, but did not get hold of thorn, and the con- 
tact sent a magnetic thrill up Ernest’s back. 

“ Boonf — thud — crash I” and tho elephant was down dead as a 
door-nail. Jeremy had made no mistake : the bullet went 
straight through the great brute’s heart, and broke the shoulder 
on the other side. He was one of those men who not only 
rarely miss, but always seem to hit their game in tho right place. 
t Ernest sank exhausted on tho ground, and Mr. Alston and 
Jeremy rushed up rejoicing. 

“ Near go that, Ernest,” said the former. 

Ernest nodded in reply. He could not speak. 

‘‘By Jove I where is Roger?” he went on. turning pale as 
he missed his son for the first time. 

But at this moment that young gentleman hove in sight, 
and, recovering from his fright when he saw that the great 
animal was stone-dead, rushed up with yells of exultation, and, 
climbing on to the upper tusk, began to point out whore he had 
hit him. 

Meanwhile Mr. Alston had extracted the story of the ad- 
venture from Ern^v. 

“ You young rascal,” he said to his son, <( come off that tusk. 
Do you know that if it had not been for Mr. Kershaw here, 
who courted almost obtain death to save you from the results 
of your own folly, you would be as dead as that elephant anjl as 
flat as a biscuit ? Come down, sir, and offer up your thanks to 
Providence and" Mr. Kershaw that you have a sound square 
inch of skin left on youj worthless young body I” 
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Roger 'descended accordingly, considerably crestfallen. 

“ Never you mind, Roger ; that was a most rattling good shot 
of yours at his knee,” said Ernest, who had now got his breath 
again. “You would not do it again if you fired at elephants 
for a week.” 

And bo the matter passed off ; but afterwards Mr. Alston 
thanked Ernest with tears in his eyes for saving his son’s life. 

This was the first elephant they killed, and also the largest. 
It measured ten feet eleven inches at the shoulder, and the 
tusks weighed, when dried out, about sixty pounds each. 

They remained in the elephant country for nearly four 
months, when the approach of the unhealthy season forced them 
to leave it — not, however, before they had killed a great quan- 
tity of large game of all sorts. It was a most successful hunt, 
so successful, indeed, that the ivory they brought down paid all 
the expenses of the trip, and left a handsome surplus over. 

It was on the occasion of their return to Pretoria that 
of a curious character in a curious 

As soon as they got to the boundaries of the Transvaal, 
Ernest bought a horse from a Boer, on which he used to rids 
after the herds of buck which swarmed upon the high veldt. 
They had none with them, because in the country where they 
bad been shooting no horse would live. One day, as they wero 
travelling slowly along a little before midday, a couple of bull- 
^rilderbeesto galloped across the wagon- track about two hundred 
yards in front of the oxen. The voorlooper stopped the oxen 
in order to give Ernest, who was sitting on the wagon-box with 
a rifle by his side, a steady shot. Ernest fired at the last of the 
two galloping bulls, a The line was good ; but he did not make 
sufficient allowance for the pace at which the bull was travel- 
ling, with the result that instead of striking it forwards and 
killing it, the bullet shattered its fiank, and did not stop its 
career. 

“ Dash it !” said Ernest, when he saw what he had done, “ I 
can’t leave the poor beast like that. Bring me my horse ; I 
will go after him, and finish him.” 

rphe horse, which was tied already saddled behind the wagon, 
was quickly brought, and Ernest, mounting, told them not to 
keep the, wagons for him, as he would strike across country and 
^rneet them at the outspan place, about mile or so on. Then 
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no started after his wounded bull, which could be plainly dis- 
cerned standing with one leg up on the crest of a rise about a 
thousand yards away. But if ever a vilderboeste was possessed 
by a fixed determination not to be finished off, it waa that par- 
ticular vilderbeeste. The pace at which a vilderboeste can 
travel on three legs when he is not too fat is perfectly astonish- 
ing, and Ernest had traversed a couple of miles of great rolling 
plain before he even got within fair galloping distance of him. 
He had a good horse, however, and at last he got within fifty 
yard?, and then away they went at a merry pace, Ernest’s object 
being to rido alongside and put a bullet through him. Their 
gallop lasted a good two miles or more. On the level, Ernest 
gained on the vilderbeeste, but whenever thoy came to a patch 
of ant-bear holes or a ridge of stones, the vilderbeeste had the 
pull, and dri'W away again. At last they came to a dry pan or 
lake about half a mile broad, crowded with hundreds of buck ofr 
all sorts, which scampered away as they came tearing along. 
Here Ernest at length drew up level wirh his quarry, and, grasp- 
ing the rille with his right hand, tried to get it so that he could 
put a bullet through tho beast, and drop him. But it was no 
easy matter, as any one who has ever tried it will know, and, 
while ho was still making up his miml, the vilderbeeste »lewcd 
round, and came at him bravely. Had his horse boen amused 
to the work, he must have had liis inside rippe^out by tho 
crooked horns ; but he was an old hunter, apg Tqual to thg 
occasion. To turn was impossible, tho speed was too great, but 
he managed to slew, with the result that the charging animal 
brushed his head, instead of landing himself in his belly. At 
the same moment Ernest stretched out his rifle and pulled the 
trigger, and, as it chanced, put the bulltfc right through the 
vilderbeeste and dropped him dead. 

. Then he pulled up, and, dismounting, cut off some of the 
best of the beef with his hunting-knife, stowed it away in'* a 
saddle-bag, and set off on his horse, now pretty woll fagged, to 
find the wagons. But to find a wagon- track on the groat veldt, 
unless you have iu the first instance taken the most ‘careful 
bearings, is almost as difficult as it tfould be to return from a 
distance to any given spot on the ocean without a compass. 
There are no trees nor hills to guide one, nothing but a vast 
wilderness of land resembling a sea petrified in a heavy swell. 

Erqpst rode on f%r three or four miles, as he thought! 



220 


The Witch's Head. 


retracing his steps over the line of country he had traversed, 
and at last, to his joy, struck the path. There were wagon- 
tracks on it ; but he thought they did not look quite fresh. 
However, ,ho followed them faute de mieiix for some five miles. 
Then he became convinced that they could not have been made 
by his wagons. He must have overshot the mark, and must 
hark back. So he turned his weary horse’s head, and made his 
way back along the road to the spot where his spoor struck into 
it. The wagons must be outspanned, waiting for him a little 
farther back. He went on, one mile, two, three — no wagons. 
A little to the left of the road was an eminence. He rode to it. 
and up and scanned the horizon. 0, joy ! there far away, five 
or six miles off, was the white cap of a wagon. He rode to it 
straight across country. Once he got bogged in a vlei or swamp, 
and had to throw himself off, and drag his horse out by the 
bridle. He struggled on, and at last came to the dip r in which 
he had seen the wagon-tent. It was a great white stone perched 
on a mound of brown ones. 

By this time he had utterly lost his reckoning. Just then, 
to make matters worse, a thunder-shower came up with a bitter 
wind, and drenched him to the skin. The rain passed, but the 
wind did not. It blew like ice, and chilled his frame, enervated 
with the tropical heat in which he had been living, through and 
through. He wandered on aimlessly, till suddenly his tired 
horse put his foot in a hole and fell heavily, throwing him on to 
his head and shoulder. For a few minutes his senses left him ; 
but he recovered, and, mounting his worn-out horse, wandered 
on again. Luckily he had broken no bones. Had he done 
so, he would probably have perished miserably in that lonely 
place. 

The sun was sinking now, and he was faint for want of food, 
for he had eaten nothing that day but a biscuit. He had not 
even a pipe of tobacco with him. Just as the sun vanished he 
hit a little path, or what might once have been a path. He 
followed it till the pitch darkness set in ; then he got off his horse 
and took off the saddle, which he put down on the bare black 
veldt, for a fire had recently swept off the dry grass, and wrap- 
ping ( the saddle-cloth round his feet, laid his aching head upon the 
saddle. The reins of his horse he hitched round his arm, lest 
the animal should stray away from him to look for food. The 
vj-rfnd was bitterly cold, and he was we^ through ; the hyenas 
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came and howled round him. He cut off a piece of the raw 
vilderbeeste- beef and chewed it, but it turned his stomach and 
he spat it out. Then he shivered and sank into a torpor from 
which there was a poor chance of his awakening. 

How long he lay so he did not know — it seemed a few minutes, 
it was really an hour— when suddenly he was awakened by feel- 
ing something shaking him by the shoulder. 

4 4 What is it ?” he said wearily. 

“ Wat is it ? Ach Himmel ! wat is it ? dat is just wat I 
wants to know. Wat do you here ? You shall die so.” 

The voice was the voice of a German, and Ernest knew 
German well. 

11 I have lost my way,” he said, in that language ; “ I cannot 
find the wagons.” 

“ Ah, you can speak the tongue of the Vaterland,” said his 
visitor, still addressing him in English. “ I will embrace you 
and he did so. 

Ernest sighed. It is a bore to be embraced in the dark by an 
unknown male German when you feel that you are not far off 
dissolution. 

“ You are hungered ?” said the German. 

Ernest signified that he was. 

“ And athirsted ?” 

Again he signified assent. 

“ And perhaps you have no 1 gui * (tobacco) ?” 

* f No, none.” 

‘‘Good! my littlo wife, my Wilhelmina, Bhall find you all 
these things.” 

44 What the devil,” thought Ernest to himself, u can a German 
be doing with his little wife in this place ?” 

By this time the stars had come out and gave a little light. 

“ Come, rouse yourself, and come and see my littlo wife. 0, 
the pferd I” (horse) — 41 we will tie him to my wife. Ah, she is 
beautiful, though her leg shakes. 0 yes, you will love her.” 

“ The deuce I shall 1” ejaculated Ernest ; and then, mindful 
of the good things the lady in question was to provide him with, 
he added solemnly, “ Lead on, Macduff.” 

“ Macduffer ! my name is not so, my name is Hans all sc 
great South Africa know me very well, and all South Africa 
love my wife.” ^ 

“ Really !” said Ernest. 
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Although he was so miserable, he began to feel that the situa- 
tion was interesting. A lady to whom his horse was to be tied, 
and whom all South Africa was enamoured of, could hardly fail 
to be interesting. Rising, lie advanced a step or two with his 
friend, who he could now see was a large burly man with white 
hair, apparently about sixty years of age. Presently they came 
to something that in the dim light reminded him of the hand- 
liearse in Kesterwick Church, only it had two wheels instead of 
four, and no springs. 

“Behold my beautiful wife,” said the German. “Soon I 
will show you how her leg shakes ; it shakes, O, horrid !” 

“ Is — is the lady inside ?” asked Ernest. It occurred to him 
that his friend might be carting about a corpse. 

“ Inside ! no, she is outside, she is all over and stepping 
back, the German put his head on one side in a most comical 
fashion, and, regarding the unofficial hearse with the deepest 
affection, said in a low voice, “Ah, liebe vrouw, ah, Wilhelmina, 
is you tired, my dear ? and how is your poor leg ?” and he caught 
hold of a groggy wheel and shook it. 

Had Ernest been a little less wretched, and one degree further 
off starvation, it is probable that he would have exploded with 
laughter, for he had a keen sense of the ludicrous ; but he had 
not got a laugh left in him, and, besides, he was afraid of offend- 
ing the German. So he merely murmured, “Poor, poor leg !” 
sympathetically, and then alluded to the question of eatables. 

“Ah, yes, of course. Let us see what Wilhelmina shall give 
us and he trotted round to the back end of the cart, which, in 
keeping with its hearse-like character, opened by means of two 
little folding-doors, and pulled out, first, two blankets, one of 
which he gave to Ernest to put round his shoulders ; second, a 
large piece of biltong, or sun-dried game -flesh, and some bis- 
cuits ; and, third; a bottle of peach-brandy. On these viands they 
fell to, and though they were not in themselves of an appetising 
nature, Ernest never enjoyed anything more in his life. Their 
meal did not take long, and after it his friend Hans produced 
some excellent Boer tobacco, and over their pipes Ernest told him 
how he had lost his way. Hans asked him what road he had 
been travelling on. 

u The Rustenburg road.” 

''‘'Then, my friend, you are not more tt^in one thousand paces 
off it. My wife and I we travel along him all day, till just now 
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Wilhelmina che think she would like to come up here, and so I 
come, and now yon see the reason why. She know you lie hero 
and die in the cold, and she turn up to save your life. # Ah, tho 
good woman !” • 

Ernest was greatly relieved to hear that ho was so near tho 
road, as, onco upon it, ho would have no difficulty in falling in 
with the wagons. Clearly he must during tho latter part of his 
wanderings have been unknowingly approaching it. Ilia mind, 
relieved upon this point, was at liberty to satisfy his curiosity 
about his friend. He soon discovered that ho was a harmless 
lunatic, whose craze it was to wander all over South Africa, 
dragging his hand-cart after him. Ho made for no fixed point, 
nor had he any settled round. Thu beginning of the year 
might find him near tlie Zambesi, and the end near Capo Town 
or anywhere else. By the natives he was looked upon as in- 
spired, and mvariably treated with respect, and he lived upon 
what was given to him, or what he shot as ho walked along. 
This mode of life he had pursued for years, and, though he had 
many adventures, he never came to harm. 

“ You see, my friond,” said the simple man, in answer to 
Ernest’s inquiries, “I make my wife down there in Scatter- 
dorp, in the old colony. The houses are a long way off each 
other there, and the church it is in the middle. And the good 
volk there, they die very fast, and did get tired of carrying each 
other to be buried. And so they come to me and say, 4 Hans, 
you are a carpenter, you must make a beautiful black cart to 
put us in when we die.’ And so 1 set to, and I work, and work, 
and work at my cart till 1 gets quite — what you call him — 
stoopid. And then one night, just as my cart was finished, I 
dreams that she and I are travelling along a wide straight road 
like the road on the high veldt, and I knows that she is my 
wife, and that we must travel always together till we reach the 
City of Rest. And far, far away, above tho top of a high moun- 
tain like the Drakensberg, I see a great wide tree, rooted on a 
cloud and covered all over with beautiful snow, that shined in 
the sunlight like the diamonds at Kimberley. And I know that 
under that tree is the gate of the real Rustenburg, the City of 
Hest t and my wife and I, we must journey on, on, on till* we 
find it ” 

“ Where do you com$ from now ? n asked Ernest. 

u From Utrecht, from out of the east, where the sun rises so 
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red every morning over Zululand, the land of bloodshed. O, 
the land will run with blood there. I know it ; Wilhelmina told 
me as we came along ; but I don’t know when. But you are 
tired. Go<?d ! you shall sleep with Wilhelmina ; I will sleep 
beneath her. No, you shall, or she will be — what you call him 
— offended.” 

Ernest crept into the cavity, and at once fell asleep, and 
dreamed that he had been buried alive. Suddenly in the middle 
of the night there was a most fearful jolt, caused by his horse, 
which was tied to the pole of Wilhelmina, having pulled the 
prop aside and let the pole down with a run. This Ernest 
mistook for the resurrection, and was extremely relieved to find 
himself in error. At dawn he emerged, bade his friend farewell, 
and gaining the road, rejoined the wagons in safety. 


CHAPTER XXXII. 

EttNEST ACCEPTS A COMMISSION. 

A young man of that ardent, impetuous, intelligent mind 
which makes him charming and a thing to love, as contrasted 
with the youfag man of the sober, cautious, money-making mind 
(infinitely the most useful article), which makes him a 41 com- 
fort ” to his relatives and a thing to respect, avoid, and marry 
your daughter to, has two great safeguards standing between 
Sim and the ruin which dogs the heels of the ardent, the impetu- 
ous, and the intelligent. These are, his religion and his belief 
in women. It is probable that he will start on his erratic caroer 
with a full store of both. He has never questioned the former ; 
the latter, so far as his own class in life is concerned, are to him 
all sweet and good, and perhaps there is one particular star who 
only shines for him, and is the sweetest and best of them all. 
But one fine day the sweetest and best of all throws him over, 
being a younger son, and marries his eldest brother, or a paraly- 
tic cotton-spinner of enormous wealth and uncertain temper, 
and then a sudden change comes over the spirit of the ardent, 
intelligent, and impetuous one. Not being of a well-balanced 
mjxid, he rushes to the other extreme, and believes in his sore 
heart that all women would throw o^er such as he and marry 
eldest brothers or superannuated cotton-spinners. He may be 
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right or ho may be wrong. The materials for ascertaining the 
fact are wanting, for all women engaged to impecunious young 
gentlemen do not get the chance. But, right or wrong, the 
result upon the sufferer is the same— his faith in women ia 
shaken, if not destroyed. Nor does the mischief stop there ; 
his religion often follows his belief in the other sex, for in somo 
mysterious way the two things are interwoven. A young man s 
of the nobler class of mind in love is generally for the time;* 
being a religious man ; his affection lifts him more or less abovo [ 
the things of earth, and floats him on its radiant wings a day’s )• 
journey nearer heaven. 

The same thing applies conversely. If a man’s religious 
belief is emasculated, he becomes suspicious of the u sweetest 
and best,” he grows cynical, and no longer puts faith in super- 
latives. From atheism there is but a small step to misogyny,' 
or rather to. that disbelief in humanity which embraces a pro- 
founder constituent disbelief in its feminine section, and in turn, 
as already said, the misogynist walks daily along the edgo of 
atheism. Of course there is a way out of these discouraging 
results. If the mind that suffers and falls through its suffering 
be of the truly noble order, it may in time come to see that this 
world is a world not of superlatives, but of the most arid posi- 
tives, with here and there a little comparative oasis to break 
the monotony of its general outline. Its owner may learn that 
the fault lay with him, for believing too much, for trusting too 
far, for setting up as an idol a creature exactly like himself, only 
several degrees lower beneath proof ; and at last ho may come, 
to see that though “ sweetests and bests ” are chimerical, there 
are women in the world who may fairly be called “ sweet and 
good." Or, to return to the converse side of the picture, it may 
occur to our young gentleman that although Providence starts 
us in the world with a full inherited or indoctrinated belief in 
a given religion, that is not what Providence understands by 
faith. Faith, perfect faith, is only to be won by struggle, and 
in most cultivated minds by the passage through the dim, mir- 
age-clad land of disbelief. XhSL true Jis. jvh&haak 

to4den.,dowtt di§hfilisf,.not ho who tom rjjn .mW jfeiaJL 
When we have descended from the height of our childhoojl, 
when we have entertained Apollyon, and having considered 
what he has to say, given him battle and routed him in tftc , 
plain, then, and not till then, can we say with guileless hearts, 
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“ Lord, I believe,” and feel no need to add the sadly qualify- 
ing words, “ help Thou my unbelief.” 

Mow these are more or less principles of human nature. 
They may not be universally true, probably nothing is — that is, 
as we define and understand truth. But they apply to the 
majority of those cases which fall strictly within their limits. 
Among others they applied rather strikingly to Ernest Korsliaw. 
T.va’s desertion struck his belief in worn inhood to the ground, 
and soon his religion lay in tho dust beside it. Of this his life 
for some years after that event gave considerable evidence. IJe 
took to evil ways, he forgot his better self. He raced horses, 
he wont in with great success for love-affairs that ho would have 
done bolter to leave alone. Sometimes, to his shame bo it said, 
he drank — for the excitement of drinking, not for the love of 
it. In short, ho gave himself and all his fund of energy up to 
any and every excitement and dissipation he could command, 
and he managed to command a good many. Travelling rapidly 
from place to place in South Africa, he was well known and 
well liked in all. Now he was at Kimberley, now at King Wil- 
liam’s Town, now at Durban. In each of these places he kept 
race-horses ; in each there was some fair woman’s face that grew 
the brighter for his coming. 

But Ernest’s face did not grow the brighter ; on the contrary, 
his eyes acquired a peculiar sadness which was almost pathetic 
in one so young. Ho could not forget. For a few days or a 
few months he might stifle thought, but it always rearose,. Eva, 
pale queen of women, was ever there to haunt his sleep, and 
though in his waking hours he might curse her memory, when 
night drew the veil from truth the words he murmured were 
words of love eternal. 

He no longer prayed, he no longer reverenced woman, but 
he was not the happier for having freed his soul from these 
burdens. He despised himself. Occasionally he would take 
/ stock of his mental condition, and at eaoh Buch stocktaking be 
would notice that he had receded, not progressed. He was 
growing coarse, his finer sense was being blunted ; he was no 
longer the same Ernest who. had written that queer letter to 
his betrothed before disaster overwhelmed him. Slowly and 
surely he was sinking. He knew it, but he did not try to save 
himself. Why should he ? He had no object in life. But at 
times a great depression and weariness of existence would take 
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possession of him. It has been said that he never prayed ; that 
is not strictly true. Once or twice he did throw himself upon 
his knees and pray with all his strength that he might die. lie 
did more : he persistently courted death, and, ns is usual in such 
cases, it persistently avoided him. About taking* his own lifo 
he had scruples, or he would perhaps have taken it. In those 
dark days he hated life, and in his calmer and more reflective 
moments he lop.thed the pleasures and oxcitements by means of 
which he strove to make it palatable. Ilis was a fine strung 
r find, and, in spite of himself, he shuddered when it was set to 
play such coarse music. 

During those years Ernest seemed to bear a charmed exist- 
ence. There was a well-known thoroughbred horse in the 
Transvaal which had killed two men in rapid succession. Ernest 
bought it and rode it, and it never hurt him. Disturbances 
broke out in Sikukuni’s country, and one of the chief strong- 
holds was ordered to be stormed. Ernest rode down from Pre- 
toria with Jeremy to see the fun, and, reaching the fort the 
day before the attack, got leave to join the storming party. 
Accordingly, next day at dawn thoy attacked in the teeth of 
a furious fusillade, and in time took the place, though with 
very heavy loss to themselves. Jeremy got his hat shot off 
with one bullet and his hand cut by another ; Ernest, as usual, 
came off scathless ; the man next to him was killed, but he was 
not touched. After that lie insisted upon going buffalo-shooting 
towards Delagoa Bay in the height of the fever-season, having 
got nd of Jeremy by getting him to go to New Scotland to 
see about a tract of land they had bought. He started with a 
dozen bearers and Mazooku. Six weeks later he, Mazooku, 
and three bearers returned — all the rest were dead of fever. 

On another occasion, Alston, Jeremy, and himself were sent 
on a political mission to a hostile chief, whose stronghold lay in 
the heart of almost inaccessible mountains. The “ind&ba” 
(palaver) took all day, and was purposely prolonged in order to 
enable the intelligent native to set an ambush in the pass 
through which the white chiefs must go back, with strict in- 
structions to murder all three of them. When they left the 
Btronghold the moon was rising, and, as they neared the pass, 
up she came behind the mountains in all her splendour, flooding 
ttevw ide valley behind them with her mysterious light; and 
Wowing a pale, cad li^tre on every stone and tree. On th^j ' 
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rode steadily through the moonlight and the silence, little guess* 
in g how near death was to them. The weird beauty of the scene 
sank deep into Ernest's heart, and presently, when they came 
to a spot where a track ran out loopwise from the main pass, 
returning to it a couple of miles farther on, he half insisted on 
their taking it, because it passed over yet higher ground, and 
would give them a better view of the moon-bathed valley. Mr. 
Alston grumbled at “ liis nonsense ” and complied, and mean* 
while a party of murderers half a mile farther on played with 
their assegais, and wondered why they did not hear the sound 
sf the white mens feet. But the white men had already 
passed along the higher path three-quarters of a mile to their 
right. Ernest’s love of moonlight effects had saved them all 
from a certain and perhaps from a lingering death. 

It was shortly after this incident that Ernest and Jeremy 
were seated together on the verandah of the same r house at 
Pretoria where they had been living before they went on the 
elephant- hunt, and which they had now purchased. Ernest had 
been in the garden watering a cucumber-plant he was trying to 
develop from a very sickly seedling. Even if he only stopped 
a month in a place he would start a little garden ; it was a 
habit of his. Presently ho came back to the verandah, where 
Jeremy was r s usual watching the battle of the red and black 
ants, which r.f ter several years’ encounter was not yet finally 
decided. 

44 Curse that cucumber-plant !” said Ernest emphatically, 44 it 
won’t grow. I tell you what it is, Jeremy, I am sick of this 
place ; I vote we go away.” 

“ For goodness’ sake, Ernest, let us have a little rest ; you 
do rattle one about so in those confounded post-carts,” replied 
Jeremy, yawning. 

41 1 mean, go away from South Africa altogether.” 

14 O ” said Jeremy, dragging his great frame into an upright 
position, 44 the deuce you do ! And where do you want to go to 
— England ?” 

44 England ! no, I have had enough of England. South 
America, I think. But perhaps you want to go home. It iB 
not fair to keep dragging you all over the world.” 

. “ My dear fellow, I like it, I assure you. I have no wish to 

return to Mr. Cardus’s stool. For goodness’ sake don't suggest 
such a thing ; I should be wretched.” f 
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“ Yes, but you ought to be doing something with your life. 
It is all very well for me, who am a poor devil of a waif and 
stray, to go on with this sort of existence, but I don’t see why 
you should ; you should bo making your way in the Vorld.” 

M Wait a bit, my hearty,” said Jeremy, with his slow smile ; 
“ I am going to read you a statement of our financial affairs 
which I drew up last night. Considering that we have been 
doing nothing all this time except enjoy ourselves, and that all 
our investments have been made out of income, which no doubt 
your respected uncle fancies we have dissipated, I do not think 
that the total is so bad.” And Jeremy read : 

w Landed property in Natal and the 

Transvaal, estimated value . . £‘2500 

This house 940 

.Stock — wagons, &c. y say • . . 300 

Race-horses 

I have left that blank.” 

“Put them at 800Z.” said Ernest, after thinking. “You 
know I won 500J. with Lady Mary on the Cape Town Plate last 
week.” 

Jeremy went on : 

“ Race-horses and winnings . . .£1300 

Sundries — cash, balance, <5fec. . . 180 


Total .... £5220 

Now, of this we have actually saved and invested about twenty- 
five hundred, the rest we have made or it has accumulated. Now, 
I ask you, where could we have done better than that os things 
go ? So don’t talk to me about wasting my time.” 

“ Bravo, Jeremy ! My uncle was right, after all : you ought 
to have been a lawyer ; you are first-class at figures. I con- 
gratulate you on your management of the estates.” 

“ My system is simple,” answered Jeremy. “ Whenever there 
is any money to spare I buy something with it, then you are 
not likely to spend it. Then, when I have things enough- 
wagons, oxen, horses, what not — I sell them and buy sortie land ; 
that can't run away. If you only do that sort of thing long 
enough, you will gr«w rich at last.” 
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“ Sweetly simple, certainly. Well, five thousand will go a 
long way towards stocking a farm or something in South Ame- 
rica, or wherever we make up our minds to go, and then I don’t 
think thatf we need draw on my uncle any more. It is hardly 
fair to drain him so. Old Alston will come with us, I think, and 
will put in another five thousand. He told me some time ago 
that he was getting tired of South Africa, with its Boers and 
blacks, in his old ago, and had a fancy to make a start in some 
other place. I will write to him to-night. What hotel is he 
staying at in Maritzburg ? the Royal, isn’t it ? And then I vote 
we clear in the spring.” 

“ Right you are, my hearty.” 

u But I say, Jeremy, I really should advise you to think 
'twice before you come. A fine, upstanding young manlike you 
should not waste his sweetness on the desert air of Mexico, or 
any such place. You should go home and be admired of the 
young women — they appreciate a greafb ig chap like you — and ^ 
mako a good marriage, and rear up aTarge family in a virtuous,^ 
respectable, and Jones-like fashion. I am a sort of wander jng 
comet without the shine ; but, I repeat, I see no reason why 
< you should play tail to a second-class comet.” 

“ Married ! get married I 1 1 No, thank you, my boy. Look 
you, Ernest, in the words of the prophet, 4 When a wise man 
openeth his eye, and seeth a tliiug, verily he shutteth it not up 
again.’ Now, I opened my eye and saw one or two things in 
the course of our joint little affair — Eva, you know.” 

Ernest winced at the name. 

u I beg your pardon,” said Jeremy, noticing it ; “ I don’t want 
to allude to painful subjects, but I must to make my meaning 
clear. I was very hard hit, you know, over that lady, but- I 
stopped in time, and, not having any imagination to speak of, 
did not give it rejn. What is the consequence ? I have got 
over it ; Rleep well at night, have a capital appetite, and don’t 
think about her twice a week. But with you it is different. 
Hai ( d hit, too, large amount of imagination galloping about 
loose 4 so to speak — rapturous joy, dreams of true love and per- 
fect union of souls, which no doubt would be well enough if 
the wojnac could put in her whack of soul, which. she can’t, not 
having It to spare, but in a general way iB gammon. Results, 
when the burst-up comes : want of sleep, want of appetite, a 
desire to go buffalo -shooting in the fevei -season, and to be 
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potted by Basutus from behind rocks. Tn short, a general 
weariness and disgust of life— O yes, you needn’t deny it, I 
have watched you— most unwholesome state of mind. Further 
results : horse-racing, a disposition to stop away from church, 
and nip Cape sherry ; and, worst sign of all, a lean i if g to ladies* 
society. Being a reasoning creature I notice this, and draw my 
own deductions, which amount to the conclusion that you are 
in a fair way to go to the deuce, owing to trusting your life to 
a woman. And the moral oE all this, which I lay to heart for* 
my own guidance, is, never speak to a woman if you can avoid it, ! 
and when you can’t, let your speech be yea, yea, and nay, nay,| 
moro especially ‘ nay.’ Then you stand a good chance of keep- 
ing your appetite and peace of mind, and of making your way 
in the world. Marriage, indeed I— never talk to me of marriage 
again arid Jeremy shivered at the thought. 

Ernest laughed out loud at his lengthy disquisition. 

“ And I’ll tell you what, old fellow,” he went on, drawing 
himself up to bis full height, and standing right over Ernest, so 
that the latter’s six feet looked very insignifioant beside him, 
“never you speak tome about leaving you again, unless you 
want to put me clean out of temper, because, look here, I don’t 
like it. AVe have lived together since we were twelve, or there- 
abouts, and, so far as I am concerned, I mean to go on living 
together to the end of the chapter, or till I see I am not 
wanted. You can go to Mexico, or the North Polo, or Acapulto, 
or wl>erever you like, but I shall go too, and so that is all about 
it.” 

“ Thank you, old fellow,” said Ernest simply ; and at that 
moment their conversation was interrupted by the arrival of a 
Kafir messenger with a telegram addressed to Ernest. He 
opened it and read it. “Hullo," he said, “here is something 
better than Mexico ; listen : 

“ * Alston, Pieter Maritzburg, to Kershaw, Pretoria. High 
Commissioner has declared war against Cetywayo. Local 
cavalry urgently required for service in Zululand. Have offered 
to raise a small corps of about seventy mounted men. Offer 
has been accepted. Will you accept post of second in command ? 
—you would hold the Queen’s commission. If so, set jbout 
picking suitable recruits. Terms, ten shillings a day, all found. , 
Am coming up Pretoria by this post-cart. Ask Jones if he will 
accept sergeant-majorship.' 
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“ Hurrah I” sang out Ernest, with flashing eyes. 41 Here is 
some real service at last. Of course you will accept” 

“Of course,” said Jeremy quietly; “but don’t indulge in 
rejoicings yet ; this is going to be a big business, unless 1 am 
mistaken.’^ 


CHAPTER XXXIII. 

IIANS PBOPHESIES EVIL. 

Eknest and Jeremy did not let the grass grow under their 
feet. They guessed that there would soon be a great deal of 
recruiting for various corps, and so set to work at once to securo 
the best men. The stamp of men thoy aimed at getting was 
the colonial-bom Englishman, both because such mep have more 
self-respect, independence of character, and “ gumption,” than 
the ordinary drifting sediment from the fields and seaports, and 
also because they were practically ready-made soldiers. They 
could ride as well as they could walk, they were splendid rifle- 
shots, and they had, too, from childhood, been trained in the art 
of travelling without baggage, and very rapidly. Ernest did 
not find much difficulty in the task. Mr. Alston was well 
known, and had seen a great deal of service as a young man in the 
Basutu wars, and stories were still told of his nerve and pluck. 
He was known, too, to be a wary man, not rash or over-confident, 
but of a determined mind ; and, what is more, to possess a per- 
fect knowledge oi Zulu warfare and tactics. This went a long way 
with intending recruits, for the first thing a would-be colonial 
volunteer inquires into is the character of his officers. He will 
not trust his life to men in whom he puts no reliance. He is 
willing to lose it in the way of duty, but he has a great objection 
to having it blundered away. Indeed, in many South African 
volunteer corps it is a fundamental principle that the officers 
should be elected by the men themselves. Once elected, how- 
ever, they cannot be deposed except by competent authority. 

Ernest, too, was by this time well known in the Transvaal, 
and universally believed in. Mr. Alston could not have chosen 
a better lieutenant. He was known to have pluck and dash, 
and to be ready-witted in emergency ; but it was not that only 
which made him acceptable to the individuals whose continued 
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existence would very possibly depend upon his courage and dis- 
cretion. Indeed, it would be difficult to say what it was ; but 
there are some men who are by nature born leaders of their / 
fellows, and who inspire confidence magnetically. Ernest had 
this great gift. At first sight he was much like any other 
young man, rather careless-looking than otherwise in appear- 
ance, and giving the observer the impression that he was 
thinking of something else ; but old hands at native warfare, 
looking into his dark eyes, saw something there which told them 
that this young fellow, boy as he was, comparatively speaking, . 
would not show himself wanting in the moment of emergency, 
either in courage or discretion. Jeremy’s nomination, too, os 
sergeant-major, a very important post in such a corps, was 
popular enough. People had not forgotten his victory over the 
Boer giant, and besides, a sergeant-major with such a physique 
would have been a credit to any corps. 

All these things helped to make recruiting an easy task, and 
when Alston and his son Roger, weary and bruised, stepped out 
of the Natal post-cart four days later, it was to be met by 
Ernest and Jeremy with the intelligence that his telegram had 
been received, the appointments accepted, and thirty-five men 
provisionally enrolled subject to his approval. 

“ My word, young gentlemen,” he said, highly pleased, “ you 
are lieutenants worth having.” 

The next fortnight was a busy one for all concerned. The 
organisation of a colonial volunteer corps is no joke, as anybody 
who has ever tried it can testify. There were rough uniforms 
to be provided, arms to be obtained, and a hundred and one 
other wants to be satisfied. Then came some delay about the 
horses, which were to be served out by Government. At last 
these were handed over, a good-looking lot, but apparently very 
wild. Matters were at this point, when onq day Ernest was 
seated in the room he used as an office in his house, enrolling a 
new recruit previous to bis being sworn, interviewing a trades- 
man about flannel shirts, making arrangements for a supply of 
forage, filling up the endless forms which the imperial authori- 
ties required for transmission to the War Office, and a hundred 
other matters. Suddenly his orderly announced thatr two 
privates of the corps wished to see him. • • 

“ What is it?” he asked of the orderly testily ; for he was 
nearly worked to death. 
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44 A complaint, sir.*’ 

u Well, send them in.” 

The door opened, and in entered a curious couple. One 
was a grerft, burly sailor- man, who had been a quartermaster on 
board one of her Majesty’s ships at Cape Town, got drunk, 
overstayed his leave, and deserted rather than face the punish- 
ment ; the other a quick, active little fellow, with a face lite- a 
ferret. Qe was a Zululand trader, who had ruined himself by 
drink, and a peculiarly valuable member of the corps on account 
of his knowledge of the country in which they were going to 
serve. Both the men saluted and stood at ease. 

44 Well, my men, what is it ?” asked Ernest, going on filling 
up his forms. 

44 Nothing, so far as I am concerned, sir,” said the little 
man. 

Ernest looked up sharply at the quondam tar. 

14 Now, Adam, your complaint ; I have no time to waste.” 

Adam hitched up his breeches and began : 

“ You sec, sir, I brought he hero by the scruff of the neck.” 

14 That’s trne, sir,” said the little man, rubbing that portion 
of his body. * 

44 Because he and I, sir, as is messmates, sir, ’ad a difference 
of opinion. It was his day, you see, sir, to cook for our mess," 
and instead of putting on the pot, sir, he comes to mo he does, 
and he says, 4 Adam, you blooming father of a race of fools ’ — 
that’s what he says, sir, a-comparing of me to the gent who lived 
ukf* garden--* why don’t you come and take the — skins off 
■the"— — taters, instead of a-squatting of yourself down on that 
there bed !’ ” 

“ Slightly in error, sir,” broke in the little man suavely ; 
“our big friend’s memory is not as substantial as his form. 
What I said was. 4 My dear Adam, as I see you have nothing to 
occupy your time, except sit and play a Jew’s-harp upon your 
couch } would you be so kind as to come and assist me to remove 
■' the outer integument of these potatoes V ” 

Ernest btgan to explode, but checked himself, and said 
sternly : 

44 Jion’t talk nonsense, Adam ; tell me your complaint or go.” 

. 44 Well, * sir,” answered the big sailor, scratching his head, 

44 if Ijmust give it a name it is this — this here man, sir, be too 
1 wrguttic.'' 
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“ Be off with you both/’ said Ernest sternly, “ and don't 
trouble mo with any such nonsense again, or I will put you 
both under arrest, and stop your pay. Come, march !” and ho 
pointed to the door. As he did so he observed $ Boer gallop 
swiftly past the house, and take the turn to Gfovernment 
House. 

“ What is up now ?” he wondered. 

Half an hour afterwards another man passed tho window, 
also at full gallop, and also turned up towards Government 
House. Another half-hour passed, and Mr. Alston oame 
hurrying in. 

“ Look here, Ernest/’ he said, “ here is a pretty business. 
Three men have come in to r<port that Cttywayo has sent an 
Irnpi (army) round by the back of Sccoeocm’s country to bum 
Pretoria, and return to Zululand across tho High Yehlt. They 
say that tlfe Impi is now resting in the Saltpan Bush, about 
twenty miles off, and will attack the town to-night or to-morrow 
night. All these three, who have, by tho way, had no commu- 
nication with each other, state that they have actually seen tho 
captains of the Impi, who cam© to tell them to bid the other 
Dutchmen stand aside, as they are now fighting tho Queen, and 
they would not be hurt.” 

“ It seems incredible/’ said Ernest ; “ do you believe it ? M 

“ I don’t know. It is possible, and the evidence is strong. 
It is possible; I have known the Zulus make longer marches 
than that. The Governor has ordered me to gallop to the spot, 
and report if I can see anything of this Impi. 11 

“Am I to go too ?” 

“ No, you will remain in the corps. I take lloger with me 
—he is a light weight — and two spare horses. If there should 
be an attack and I should not be back, or if anything should 
happen, you will do your duty.” 

“Yes.” 

“ Good-bye. I am off. You had better muster the men to be 
ready for an emergency and he was gone. 

Ten minutes afterwards, down came an orderly from the 
officer commanding, with a peremptory order to the effect that 
the officer commanding Alston’s Horse was to mount and parade 
his men in readiness for ‘immediate service. 

“ Here is a pretty go,” thought Ernest, “ and the horses not 
served out yet 1" 



236 


The Witch's Head \ 


Just then Jeremy came in, saluted, and informed him that 
the men were mustered. 

44 Serve out the saddlery. Let every man shoulder his saddle. 
Tell Mazook.to bring out the 4 Devil ’ (Ernest’s favourite horse), 
and march the men up to the Government stables. • I will be 
with you presently.” 

Jeremy saluted again with much ceremony and vanished. He 
was the most punctilious serjeant-major who ever breathed. 

Twenty minutes later, a long hie of men, each with a car- 
bine slung to his back, and a saddle on his head, which, at a dis- 
tance, gave them the appearance of a string of gigantic mush- 
rooms, wero to be seen proceeding towards the Government 
stables a mile away. 

Ernest, mounted on his great black stallion, and looking, in 
his military uniform and the revolver slung across his shoulders, 
a typical volunteer officer, was there before them. * 

“ Now, my men,” he said, as soon as they were paraded, 44 go 
in, and each man choose the horse which he likes best, bridle 
him, and bring him out and saddle him. Sharp !” 

The men broke their ranks and rushed to the stables, each 
anxious to secure a better horse than his neighbours. Presently 
from the stables there arose a sound of kicking, plunging, and 
“wo-hohing” impossible to describe. 

“There will be a pretty scene soon, with these unbroken 
brutes,” thought Ernest. 

He was not destinod to be disappointed. The horses were 
dragged out, most of them lying back upon their haunches, 
kicking, bucking, and going through every other equine antic. 

44 Saddle up 1” shouted Ernest, as soon as they were all out. 

It was done with great difficulty. 

“Now mount.” 

Sixty meru lifted their legs and swung themselves into the 
saddle, not without sad misgivings. A few seconds passed, and 
at least twenty of them were on the broad of their backs ; one 
or two wero being dragged by the stirrup-leather ; a few were 
clinging to their bucking and plunging steeds ; and the remainder 
of Alston’s Horse were scouring the plain in every possible direc- 
tion* Never was there such a scene. 

In time, however, most of the men got back again, and some 
sort of order was restored. Several men were hurt, one or two 
cbadly. These were sent to the hospital, and Ernest formed the 
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re^t into half-sections, to he marched to the place of rendezvous. 
Just then, to make matters better, down came the rain in sheets, 
soaking them to the skin, and making confusion worse con- 
founded. So they rode to the town, which was by thqj time in 
an extraordinary state of panic. All business was suspended ; 
women were standing about on the verandahs, hugging their 
babies and crying, or making preparations to go into laager ; 
men were hiding deeds and valuables, or hurrying to defence 
meetings on the market-square, where the Government wore 
serving out rifles and ammunition to all able-bodied citizens ; 
frightened mobs of Basutos and Christian Kafirs were jabber- 
ing in the streets, and telling tales of the completeness of Zulu 
slaughter, or else running from the city to pass the night among 
the hills. Altogether the scene was most curious, till dense 
darkness came down over it liko an extinguisher, and put it 
out. 

Eruest fook his men to a building which the # Government 
had placed at their disposal, and had the horses stabled, but not 
unsaddled. Presently orders came down to him to keep the 
corps under arms all night ; to send out four patrols, to be re- 
lieved at midnight, to watch the approaches to the town ; and at 
dawn to saddle up and reconnoitre the neighbouring country. 

Ernest obeyed these orders as well as he could ; that is, he 
sent the patrols out, but so dense was the darkness that they 
never got back again till the following morning, when they were 
collected, and, in one iustatice, dug out of the various ditches, 
quarry-holes, &c., into which they had fallen. 

About eleven o’clock Ernest was seated in a little room that 
opened out of the main building where they were quartered, 
consulting with Jeremy about matters connected with the corps, 
and wondering if Alston had found a Zulu Impi, or if it was all 
gammon, when suddenly they heard the sharp challenge of the 
sentry outside : 

“ Who goes there ?” 

“ Whoever it is had better answer sharp,” said Ernest; li 1 
gave the sentry orders to be quick with his rifle to-night.” 

Bang ! — crash ! followed by loud howls of “ Wilhelmina, 
my wife ! Ah, the cruel man has killed ray Wilhelmina !” 

“Heavens, it is that lunatic German! Here, orderly?* run 
up to the Defence Committee and the Government offices, and 
tell them that it is nothing ; they will think the Zulus are 
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here. Tell two men to bring the man in hero, and to stop his 
howls.” 

Presently Ernest’s old friend of the High Veldt, looking 
very wild and uncouth in the lamplight, with his long beard and 
matted hair, ''from, which the rain was dripping, was bundled 
rather unceremoniously into tho room. 

44 All, there you are, dear sir ; it is two — three years since we 
meet. I look for you everywhere, and they tell me you are 
here, and I come on quick all through the dark and the rain ; 
and then before I know if I am on my head or my heel, the cruel 
man he ups a rifle, and do shoot my Wilkelmina, and make a 
great hole through her poor stomach. O sir, wat shall I do ?” 
and the great child began to shed tears ; 44 you, too, will weep : 
you, too, love my Wilhelmina, and sleep with her one night — 
bo-hoo !” 

44 For goodness’ sake, stop that nonsense ! This is no time 
or place for such fooling.” 

He spoke sharply, and the monomaniac pulled up, only 
giving vent to an occasional sob. 

44 Now, what is your business with me ?” 

Tho German’s face changed from its expression of idiotic 
grief to one of refined intelligence. He glanced towards Jeremy, 
who was exploding in the corner. 

44 You can speak before this gentleman, Hans,” said Ernest. 

“ Sir, I am going to say a strange thing to you this night.” 

He was speaking quite quietly and composedly now, and 
might have been mistaken for a sane man. 

“ Sir, I hear that you go down to Zululand to help to fight 
the fierce Zulus. When I hear it, I was far away, but some- 
thing come into my head to travel as quick as Wilhelmina can, 
and come and tell you not to go ” 

44 What do you mean ?” 

“How can *1 say what I do mean? This I know— many 
shall go down to Zululand who rest in this house to-night, few 
shall come back.” 

44 You moan that I shall be killed ?” 

44 1 know not. There are things as bad as death, and yet 
not death.” 

lie covered his eyes with his hand, and continued : 

44 1 cannot see yon dead, but do not go ; 1 pray you do not 

go.” 
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44 My good Hans, what is the good of coming to me with such 
an old wiveB* tale ? Even if it were true, and I knew that I 
must bo killed twenty times, I should go ; I cannot run away 
from my duty.” 

“ That is spoken as a brave man should,” answered his visitor, 
in his native tongue. “ I have done imj duty, and told you what 
Wilhelmina said. Now go, and when the black men arc pressing 
round you like the sea- waves round a rock, may the God of 
Rest guide your hand, and bring you safe from the slaughter l” 

Ernest gazed at the old man’s pale faco ; it wore a curious 
rapt expression, and the eyes were looking upwards. 

“Perhaps, old friend,” he said, addressing him in German, 

14 1, as well as you, have a City of Rest which I would reach, and 
care not if I pass thither on an assegai.” 

44 1 know it,” replied llans, in the same tongue ; “ but useless 
is it to seek rest till God gives it. You have sought and passed 
through the jaws of many deaths, but you havo not found. If 
in bo not God’s will, you will not find it now. I know you too 
seek rest, my brother, and had I known that you would find that 
only down there ” — and he pointed towards Zululand — 44 1 had 
not come down to warn you, for blessed, is rest, and happy ho 
who gains it. But no, it is not that ; I am sure now that you 
will not die ; your evil, whatever it is, will fall from heaven.” 

41 So bo it,” said Ernest ; 44 you are a strange man. I thought 
you a common monomaniac, and now you speak like a jjro- 
phet.” 

the old man smiled. 

u You are right ; I am both. Mostly I am mad. I know it. 
But sometimes my madness has its moments of inspiration, when 
the clouds lift from my miud, and I see things none others can 
see, and hear voices to which your ears arc deaf. Such a 
moment is on me now ; soon I shall be mad again. But before 
the cloud settles I would speak to you. Why,*I know not, save 
that I loved you when first I saw your eyes open there upon the 
cold veldt. Presently I must go, and we shall meet no more, for 
I draw near to the snow- clad tree that marks the gate of the 
City of Rest. I can look into your heart now and see the trouble 
in it, and the sad, beautiful face that is printed on your mind. 
Ah, she is not happy ; she, too, must work out her redfc But 
the time is short, the cloud settles, and I would tell you what is* 
in my mind. Even though trouble, great trouble, close you in 
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do not be cast down, for trouble is the key of heaven. Be good ; 
turn to the God you have neglected ; struggle against the snares 
of the senses. O, I can see now. For you and for all you love 
there is joy and there is peace.” 

Suddenly he broke off, the look of inspiration faded from his 
face, which grew stupid and wild-looking, 

44 Ah, the cruel man ; he made a great hole in the stomach 
of my Wilhelmina ! M * 

Ernest had been bending" forwards, listening with parted lips 
to the old man’s talk. When he saw that the inspiration had 
left him, he raised his head an^said : 

“ Gather yourself together, I jbeg you, for a moment. I wish 
to ask one question. Shp.ll I evter— ” 

44 How shall I stop de bleeding from the witals of my dear 
wife ?— who will plug up the hole in her ?” 

Ernest gazed at the man. he putting all, this on? 

— or was he really mad? , For the life of him he could not 
tell. 

Taking out a sovereign, he gave it to him. 

44 There is money to doctor Wilhelmina with/* he said. 
41 Would you like to sleep here ?— I can give you a blanket.” 

The old man took the money without hesitation, and 
thanked Ernest for it, but said he must go on at 
once. 

41 Where are you going to ?” asked Jeremy, who had been 
watching him with great puriosity, but had not understood 
that part of the conversation which had been carried on in 
German. * * 

Hans turned upon him with a quick look of suspicion. 

“ Rustenburg” (Aug lice, tho town of rest), he answered. 

44 Indeed ! the road is bad, and it is far to travel.” 

44 Yes,” he replied , 44 the road is rough and long. Farewell ! 
And he was gone?.’ 

41 Well, he is a curious old buster, and no mistake, with h i 
cheerful anticipations and his Wilhelmina,” reflected Jeremy 
aloud. 14 Just fancy starting for Rustenburg at this hour of 
the night, too ! Why, it is a hundred miles off I” 

Ernest only smiled. He knew that it was no earthly 
RuatehTtarg that the old man sought. 

Some while afterwards he heard that Hans had attained the 
rest which he desired. Wilhelmina got fixed, in a snow-drift 
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in a pass of the Drakensberg. He was unable. to drag her 
out. 

So he crept underneath and fell asleep, and the snow came 
down and covered him. 


CHAPTEB XXXIV. 

MR. ALSTON'S VIEWS. 

The Zulu attack on Pretoria ultimately turned out only to 
have existed in the minds of two mad Kaffirs, who dressed them- 
selves up after the fashion of chiefs, and personating two Zulu 
nobles of repute, who were known to be in the command of 
regiments, rode from house to house, telling the Dutch inhabi- 
tants that they had an Impi of thirty thousand men lying in the 
bush, and bidding them stand aside while they destroyed the 
Englishmen. Hence the scare. 

The next month was a busy one for Alston's Horse. It waa 
drill, drill, drill, morning, noon, and night. But the results soon 
became apparent. In three weeks from the day they got their 
horses, there was not a smarter, quicker corps in South Africa, 
and Mr. Alston and Ernest wore highly complimented on the 
soldier-like appearance of the men, and the rapidity and exacti- 
tude with which they executed all the ordinary cavalry 
manoeuvres. 

Thpy were to march from Pretoria on the 10th of January, 
and expected to overtake Colonel Glynn's column, with which 
was the general, about the 18th, by which time Mr. Alston 
calculated the real advance upon Zululand would begin. 

On the 8th, the good people of Pretoria gave the corps a 
farewell banquet, for most of its members were Pretoria men; 
and colonists are never behindhand when there is.pn excuse for 
conviviality and good-fellowship. 

Of course, after the banquet, Mr.— or, as he is now called, 
Captain— Alston's health was drunk. But Alston was a man of 
few words, and had a horror of speech -making. He contented 
himself with a few brief sentences of acknowledgment, and sat 
down. Then somebody proposed the health of the other cpm- 
missioned and non-commissioned officers, and to this Ernest rose 
to respond, making a very good speech in reply. He rapidly 
sketched the state of political affairs, of which the Zulu War • 
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was the outcome, and, without expressing any opinion on the 
justice or wisdom of that war, of which, to speak the truth, he had 
grave doubts, he went on to show, in a few well-ohosen, weighty 
words, hbw vital were the interests involved in its successful 
conclusion, tow that it once had been undertaken. Finally, he 
concluded thus : 

“lam well aware, gentlemen, that with many of those who 
are your guests here to-night, and my own comrades, this state 
of affairs and the conviction of the extreme urgency of the 
occasion has been the cause of their enlistment. It is impossible 
for mo to look down these tables, and see so many in our rough* 
and-ready uniform, whom I have known in other walks of life, 
as farmers, storekeepers, Government clerks, and what not, with* 
out realising most clearly the extreme necessity that can have 
brought these peaceable citizens together on such an errand as 
we are bent on. Certainly it is not the ten shillings a day, or 
the mere excitement of savage warfare, that has done this” (cries 
of 14 No, no 1”) ; 44 because most of them can well afford to despise 
the money, and many more have seen onough of native war, and 
know well that few rewards and plenty of hard work fall to the 
lot of colonial volunteers. Then what is it ? I will venture a 
: reply. It is that sense of patriotism which is a part and parcel 
of the English mind” (cheers), 44 and which from generation to 
generation has been the root of England’s greatness, and, so long 
as the British blood remains untainted, will from unborn genera- 
* tion to generation be the mainspring of the greatness that ip yet 
j to be of those wider Eoglands, of which I hope this continent 
will become not the least.” (Loud cheers.) 

44 That, gentlemen and men of Alston’s Horse, is the bond 
which unites us together ; it is the sense of a common duty to 
perform, of a common danger to combat, of a common patriotism 
to vindicate. And for that reason, because of the patriotism and 
the duty, I feef sure that when the end of this campaign comes, 
whatever that end may be, no one, be he imperial officer, or 
newspaper correspondent, or Zulu foe, will be able to say that 
Alston's Horse shirked its work, or was mutinous, or proved 
a broken reed, piercing the side of those who leaned on it.” 
(Cheers.) 44 1 feel sure, too, that, though there may be a record 
of brave deeds such as become brave men, there will be none of 
a comrade deserted in the time of need, or of a failure in the 
moment of emergency, however terrible that emergency may 
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be.” (Cheers.) “ Ay, my brethren in arms” and here Ernest’s 
eyes flashed and his strong clear voice went ringing down the 
great hall, “ whom England has called, and who have not failed 
to answer to the call, I repeat, however terrible may«be that 
emergency, even if it should involve the certainty\>fr death — I 
speak thus because I feel I am addressing brave men, who do 
not fear to die, when death means duty, and life means dis- 
honour — I know well that you will rise to it, and, falling shoulder 
to shoulder, will pass as heroes should on to tho land of shades — 
on to that Valhalla of which no true heart should fear to set 
foot upon the threshold.” 

Ernest sat down amid ringing cheers. Nor did these noble 
words, coming as they did straight from the loyal heart of an 
English gentleman, fail of their effect. On the contrary, when f 
a fortnight later, Alston’s Horse formed that fatal ring on Isan- 
dlilwana’s bloody held, they flashed through the brain of more 
than one despairing man, so that he set his teeth and died the 
harder for them. 

“ Bravo, my young viking !” said Mr. Alston to Ernest, while 
tire roof was still echoing to the cheers evoked by his speech, 
“ the old Bersekir spirit is cropping up, eh ?” He knew that 
Ernest’s mother’s family, like so many of the old Eastern county 
stocks, were of Danish extraction. 

It was a great night for Ernest. 

Two days later Alston’s Horse, sixty-four strong, marched 
out of, Pretoria with a military band playing before. Alas! 
they never marched back again. 

At the neckof the poort or pasB the band and the crowd of 
ladies and gentlemen who had accompanied them baited, and, 
having given them three cheers, turned and left them. Ernest 
too turned and gazed at the pretty town, with its white houses 
and rose-hedges red with bloom, nestling on the plain beneath, 
and wondered if he would ever see it again. He never did. 

The troop was then ordered to march at ease in half -sections, 
and Ernest rode up to the side of Alston ; on his other side was 
the boy Roger, now about fourteen years of age, who acted as 
Alston’s aide-de-camp, and was in high spirits at the prospect 
of the coming campaign. Presently Alston sent his son back 
to the other end of the line on some errand. 

Ernest watched him as he galloped off, and a thought struck 

him. 
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“ Alston,” lie said, “ do you think that it is wise to bring that 
boy into this business ?” 

His friend slewed himself round sharply in the saddle. 

“ Why not ?” he asked, in his deliberate way. 

“ Well,«ydh know there is a risk” 

“ And why should not the boy run risks as well as the rest of 
ns ? Look here, Ernest, when I first met you there in Guernsey I 
was going to see the place where my wife was brought up. Do 
you know how she died ?” 

“ I have heard she died a violont death ; I do not know 
how.” 

“ Then I will tell you, though it costs me something to speak 
of it. She died by a Zulu assegai, a week after the boy was born. 
She saved his life by hiding him under a heap of straw. Don't 
ask me particulars, I can’t bear to talk of it. Perhaps now you 
understand why I am commanding a corps enrolled to servo 
against the Zulus. Perhaps too you will understand why the 
lad is with me. Wo go to avenge my wife and his mother, or 
to fall in the attempt. I have waited long for the opportunity ; 
it has come.” 

Ernest relapsed into silence, and presently fell back to his 
troop. 

On the 20th of January, Alston's Ilorse, having moved down 
by easy marches from Pretoria, camped at Rorke's Drift, on the 
Buffalo Ri\ er, not far from a store and a thatched building used 
as a hospital, which wero destined to become historical. Here 
orders reached them to march on the following day and join 
No. 3 column, with which was Lord Chelmsford himself, and 
which was camped about nine miles from the Buffalo River, at 
a spot called Isandhlwana, or the “ Place of the Little Hand.” 
Next day, the 21st of January, the corps moved on accordingly, 
and following 'the wagon- track that runs past the Inhlazatye 
Mountain, by midday come up to the camp, where about twenty- 
five hundred men of all arms were assembled under the imme- 
diate command of Colonel Glynn. Their camp, which was about 
eight hundred yards square, was pitched facing a wide plain, 
with its back towards a precipitous, slab-sided hill, of the curious 
formation sometimes to be seen in South Africa. This was 
Isandhlwana. 

“ Hullo!” said Alston, as, on reaching the summit of the 
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neck over which the wagon -road runs, they came in sight of the 
comp, “they are not entrenched. By Jove,” he added, after 
scanning the camp carefully, “ they haven't even got a wagOn- 
laager 1” and he whistled expressively. , * 

“ What do you mean ?" asked Ernest. 

Mr. Alston so rarely showed surprise that he knew there 
must be something very wrong. 

M I mean, Ernest, that there is nothing to prevent this camp 
from being destroyed, and every soul in it, by a couple of Zulu 
regiments, if they choose to make a night attack. How are they 
to be kept out, I should like to know, in the dark, when you 
can't see to shoot them, unless there is some barrier ? These 
officers, fresh from home, don't know what a Zulu charge is, 
that is very clear. I only hope they won’t have occasion to find 
out. Look there," and he pointed to a wagon lumbering along 
before them, on the top of which, among a lot of other miscel- 
laneous articles, lay a bundle of cricketing bats and wickets, 
“ they think that they are going on a picnic. What is the use, 
too, I should like to know, of sending four feeble columns 
sprawling over Zululand, to run the risk of being crushed in 
detail by a foe that can move from point to point at the rate of 
fifty miles a day, and which can at any moment slip past them 
and turn Natal into a howling wilderness ? There, it is no use 
grumbling ; I only hope I may be wrong. Get back to your 
troop, Ernest, and let us come into camp smartly. Form fours 
—trot !” 

On arrival in the camp, Mr. Alston learned, on reporting 
himself to the officer commanding, that two strong parties of 
mounted men under the command of Major Dartnell were out 
on a reconnaissance towards the Inhlazatye Mountain, in which 
direction the Zulus were supposed to be in force. The orders 
he received were to rest his horses, as he might* be required to 
join the mounted force with Major Dartnell on the morrow. 

That night, as Alston and Ernest stood together at the door 
of their tent, smoking a pipe before turning in, they had some 
conversation. It was a beautiful night, and the stars shone 
brightly. Ernest looked at them, and thought on how many 
of man’s wars those stars had looked. 

“ Star-gazing ?" asked Mr. Alston. 

“I was contemplating our future homes," said Ernest, 
laughing. * * 
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“Ah, you believe that, do you? think you are immortal, 
and that sort of thing ?” 

“ Yqp ; I believe that we shall live many lives, and that some 
of them wiiybe there,” and he pointed to the stars. “Don’t 
you ?” 

“ I don’t know. I think it rather presumptuous. Why should 
you suppose that for you is reserved a bright destiny among the 
Btdis more than for these ?” and he put out his hand and clasped 
several of a swarm of flying -ants which were passing at the time. 
“ Just think how small must be the difference between these ants 
and us in the eyes of a Power who can produce both. The same 
breath of life animates both. These have their homes, their 
government, their colonies, their drones and workers. They 
enslave and annex, lay up riches, and, to bring the argument to 
an appropriate conclusion, make peace and war. What then is 
tho difference? Wo are bigger, walk on two legs, have a larger 
capacity for suffering, and, we believe, a soul. Is it so great 
that we should suppose that for us is reserved a heaven, or all 
the glorious worlds which people space — for these, annihilation ? 
Perhaps we are at the top of the tree of development, and for 
them may be the future, for us the annihilation. Who knows ? 
There, fly away, and make the most of the present, for nothing 
else is certain." 

“You overlook religion entirely.” 

“Religion? Which religion? There are so many. Our 
Christian God, Buddha, Mohammed, Brahma, all number their 
countless millions of worshippers. Each promises a different 
thing, each commands the equally intense belief of his worship- 
pers, for with them all blind faith is a condition precedent; 
and each appears to satisfy their spiritual aspirations. Can all 
of these be true religions ? Each holds the other false and out- 
side the pale ; each tries to convert the other, and fails. There 
are many lesser ones of which tho same thing may be said.” 

“ But the satno spirit underlies them all.” 

“ Perhaps. There is much that is noble in all religions, but 
there is also much that is terrible. To tho actual horrors and 
wearing anxieties of physical existence, religion bids us add on 
the vaguer horrors of a spiritual existence, which are to be 
absolutely endless. The average Christian would be uncom- 
fortable if you deprived him of his hell and his personal devil. 
For myself, I decline to believe in such things. If there is a 
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hell^it is thisjstorld ; this world is the place of expiation for tho 
sins of the world, and the only real devil is the devil of man's 
evil passions." ~ ' 

“ It is possible to be religious and be a goc^l man without 
believing in hell/* said Ernest. 

u Yes, I think so, otherwise my chance is a poor one. Be- 
sides, I do not deny the Almighty Power. I only deny the 
cruelty that is attributed to Him. It may bo that, from the 
accumulated mass of the wrong and bloodshed and agony of 
this hard world, that Power is building up some high purpose. 
Out of the bodies of millions of living creatures Nature worked 
out her purpose and made the rocks, but the process must have 
been unpleasant to the living creatures by whoso humble means 
the great strata were reared up. They lived, to die in billions, 
that tei^ of thousauds of years afterwards there might be a 
rock. It may be so with us. Our tears and blood arid agony 
may produce some solid end that now we cannot guess ; their 
volume, which cannot be wasted, for nothing is wasted, may bo 
building up one of the rocks of God’s far-off purpose. But 
that we shall bo tortured here for a time in order that we may 
be indefinitely tortured there," and he pointed to tho stars, 

“ that I will never believe. Look at tho mist rising from that ^ 
hollow ; so does the reek of the world’s misery rise as an offer- 
ing to the world’s gods. The mist will cease to rise, and fall 
again in rain, and bring a blessing ; but the incense of human 
suffering rises night and day for so long as tho earth shall 
endure, nor does it fall again in dews of mercy. And yet 
Christians, who declare that God is love, declare, too, tliat for 
the vast majority of their fellow -creatures this process is to 
continue from millennium to millennium.” 

li It depends on our life, they say.” 

“ Look here, Ernest, a man can do no more than he can. 
When I got to the ago of discretion, which I put at eight* and- 
twenty— you have hardly reached it yet, my boy, you are 
nothing but a babe — I made three resolutions : always to try 
and do my duty, never to turn my back on a poor man oi a 
friend in trouble, and, if possible, not to make love to rny 
neighbour’s wife. Those resolutions I have often broken more 
or less, either in the spirit or the letter, but in the main I have, 
stuck to them, and I can put my hand upon my heart to*night 
and say, ‘ I have dote my best !’ And so I go my patb, turaing. 
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neither to the right nor to the left, and when Fate finds me, 
I shall meet him fearing nothing, for I know he has wreaked 
his worst upon mo, and can only at the utmost bring me eternal 
sleep ; and^hqping nothing, because my experience here has not 
been such as ,to justify the hope of any happiness for man, 
and my vanity is not sufficiently strong to allow me to believe 
in the intervention of a superior power to save so miserable a 
creature from the common lot of life. Good-night.” 

On the following day his fate found him. 


CHAPTER XXXV. 

I8ANDIII/WANA. 

Midnigiit came, and the camp was sunk in sleep. Up to 
the sky, whither it was decreed their spirits should pass before 
the dark closed in again and hid their mangled corpses, floated 
the faint breath of some fourteen hundred men. There they 
lay, sleeping the hoalthy sleep of vigorous manhood, . their 
brains busy with the fantastic madness of a hundred dreams, 
and little recking of the inevitable morrow. There, in his 
sleep, the white man saw his native village, with its tall, wind- 
swayed elms, and the gray old church that for centuries had 
watched the last slumber of his race ; the Kafir, the sunny 
slope of fair Natal, with the bright light dancing on his cattle’s 
horns, and the green of the gardens, where, for his well-being, 
his wives and children toiled. To some that night came dreams 
of high ambition, of brave adventure, crowned with the perfect 
triumph we never roach ; to some, visions of beloved faces, long 
since passed away ; to some, the reflected light of a far-off 
homo, and echoes of the happy laughter of little children. And 
so their lamps wavered hither and thither in the spiritual breath 
of sleep, flickering wildly, ere they went out for ever. 

The night* wind swept in sad gusts across Isandhlwana’s 
plain, tossing the green grass, which to-morrow would be red. 
It moaned against Inhlazatye’s Mountain and died upon Upindo, 
fanning the dark faces of a host of warriors who rested there 
upon their spears, sharpened for the coming slaughter. And as 
it" breathed upon them they turned, thise brave soldiers of 
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U’Cetywayo — “bom to be killed,” as their saying runs, at 
Cetywayo’s bidding — and, grasping their assegais, raised them- 
selves to listen. It was nothing, death was not yet.; death for 
the morrow, sleep for the night. 

• 

A little after one o'clock on the morning of tho 22nd of 
January, Ernest was roused by the sound of a horse's hoofs 
and the harsh challenge of tho sentries. “ Despatch from Major 
Dartnell,” was the answer, and the messenger passed on. Half 
an hour more and tho reveille was sounded, and the camp 
hummed in the darkness like a hive of bees making ready for 
the dawn. 

Soon it was known that the general and Colonel Glynn were 
about to move out to tho support of Major Dartnell, who 
reported a large force of the enemy in front of him, with six 
companies of the second battalion of tho 24th Regiment, four 
guns, and the mounted infantry. 

At dawn they left. 

At eight o’clock a report arrived from picket, stationed 
about a mile away on a hill to the north of tho camp, that a 
body of Zulus was approaching from the north-east. 

At nine o’clock the enemy showed over the crest of tho hills*" 
for a few minutes, and then disappeared. 

At ten o’clock Colouel Durnford arrived from Rorko’s Drift 
wdth a rocket battery and two hundred and fifty mounted native 
soldiers, and took over the command of tho camp from Colonel 
Pulleine. As he came up he stopped fot a minute to speak to 
Alston, whom ke knew, and Ernest noticed him. Ho was a 
handsome, soldier-like man, with his arm in a sling, a long, fair 
moustache, and restless, anxious expression of face. 

At 10.30 Colonel Durnford’s force, divided into two portions, 
was, with the rocket battery, pushed some miles forwards to 
ascertain the enemy's movements, and a company of the 24th 
was directed to take up a position on the hill about a mile to 
the north of the camp. Meanwhile, the enemy, which they 
afterwards heard consisted of the Undi Corps, the Nokenko and 
Umcitu Regiments, and the Nkobamakosi and Imbonambi 
Regiments, in all about twenty thousand *nen, were* res ting . 
about two miles from Isandhlwana, with , tio intention of attack- 
ing that day. They had not yet been ^ moutied ” (doctored), 
and the condition of the moon was nbl propitious. 
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Unfortunately, however, Colonel Durnford’s mounted 
Basutos, in pushing forwards, came upon a portion of 
Umcitu Regiment, and fired on it ; whereupon the Umcitu came 
into action, *ctyving Durnford’s Horse before them, and then 
engaged the company of the 24th, which had been stationed 
on the hill to the north of the camp, and, after a stubborn resist- 
ance, annihilating it. It was followed by the Nokenke, Im- 
bon&mbi, and Nkobamakosi Regiments, who executed a flanking 
movement, and threatened tho front of the camp For a while 
the Undi Corps, which formed the chest of the army, held its 
ground. Then it marched off to the right, and directed its 
course to tho north of Isandhlwana Mountain, with the object 
of turning the position. 

Meanwhile, the remaining companies of the 24th were ad- 
vanced to various positions in front of the camp, and engaged 
the enemy, for a while holding him in check ; the two guns 
under Major Smith shelling tho Nokenko Regiment, which 
formed the Zulu left centre, with great effect. The shells could be 
seen bursting amid the dense masses of Zulus, 'vhc were corning 
on slowly and in perfect silence, making largo gaps in their 
ranks, which instantly closed up over the dead. 

At this point the advance of the Undi Regiment to tho 
Zulu right and tho English loft was reported ; and Alston's 
Itorse were ordered to proceed, and, if possible, to check it. 
Accordingly they left, and, riding behind the company of the 
24th on the hill, to the north or the camp, wliich was now hotly 
engaged with the Umcitu, and Durnford’s Basutos, who, fight- 
ing splendidly, were slowly being pushed back, made for the 
north side of Isandhlwana. As soon as they got on to the high 
ground, they caught sight of the Undi, who, something over 
three thousand strong, were running swiftly in a formation of 
companies, about half a mile away to the northward. 

“ By Heaven, they mean to turn tho mountain, and seize 
the wagon -road I” said Mr, Alston. “ Gallop !” 

The troop dashed down the slope towards a pass in a stony 
ridge, which would command the path of the Undi, as they did 
so breaking through and killing two or three of a thin line of 
Zulus fib at formed the extreme point of one of the horns or 
nippers, by means of which the enemy intended to enclose the 
<^mp and crush it. 

After this, Alston's Horse saw nothing more of the general 
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fight ; but it may be as well to briefly relate what happened. 
The Zulus of the various regiments pushed slowly on towards 
the camp, notwithstanding their heavy losses. Their object was 
to give time to the horns or nippers to close it. Mean- 

while, those in command realised too late tho •extreme serious- 
ness of the position, and began to concentrate the various com- 
panies. Too late ! The enemy saw that the nippers had closed, 
lie knew, too, that tho IJndi could not be far off tho wagon 
road, tho only way of retreat ; and so, abandoning his silence 
and his slow advance, he raised the Zulu war-shout, and charged 
in from a distance of from six to eight hundred yards. 

Up to this time the English loss had been small, for the 
shooting of the Zulus was vile. The enemy, on the contrary, 
had, especially during the last half-hour before they charged, 
lost heavily. But now the tables turned. First the Natal Cou- 
th igont, seeing that they were surrounded, bolted, and laid open 
the right and rear ilank of the troops. In poured the Zulus, so 
that nK»st of tho soldi' ra had not even time to fix bayonets. 
hi another mmule, our nun were being assegaied right and 
left, and the retreat on the camp had become a fearful rout. 
Bui **ven then there was nowhere to ruu to. The Umli Corps 
t which afterwards passed on and attacked the post at RorlceV* 
Drift) already held the wagon-road, and tho only practical way 
of retreat was down a gully to the south of the road. Into this 
the broken fragments of the force plunged wildly, and after 
them ntid mixed up with them went their Zulu foes, massacring 
every living thing they came across. 

So the camp was cleared. When, a couple of hours after- 
wards, Commandant Lonsdale, of Lonsdale's Horse, was sent 
back by General Chelmsford to ascertain what tho firing was 
about, he could see nothing wrong. The tents were standing, 
the wagons were there : there were even soldiers moving about. 
It did not occur to him that it was the soldiers’ coats which were 
moving on the backs of Kafirs, and that the soldiers themselves 
would never move again. So he rode quickly up to the head- 
quarter tents ; out of which, to his surprise, there suddenly 
stalked a huge naked Zulu, smeared all over with blood, and 
waving in his hand a bloody assegai. 

Having seen enough, he then rode back agaiu to tell the 
general that his camj) was taken. # ^ 

To Gods good providence and Cetywayo’s demoncy, rather 
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than to our own wisdom, do we owe it that all the outlying 
homesteads in Natal were not laid in ashes, and men, women, 
and children put to the assegai. 


CHAPTER XXXVI. 

THE END OF ALSTON’S HORSE. 

Alston’s Horse soon reached the ridge, past which the 
Undi were commencing to run, at a distance of about three 
hundred and fifty yards, and the order was given to dismount 
and line it. This they did, one man in every four keeping a 
few paces back to hold the horses of his section. Then they 
opened five ; and next second came back the souncj of the 
thudding of the bullets on the shields and bodies of the Zulu 
warriors. 

Ernest, seated up high on his great black horse “ the Devil,” 
for the officers did not dismount, could see how terrible was the 
effect of that raking fire, delivered as it was, not by raw English 
boys, who scarcely knew one end of a rifle from the other, but 
by men, all of whom could shoot, and many of whom were crack 
shots. All along the line of the Undi companies men threw up 
their arms and dropped dead, or staggered out of the ranks 
wounded. But the main body nover paused. By and by they 
would come back and movo the wounded, or kill them if they 
were not likely to recover. 

Soon, as the range got longer, the fire began to be less deadly, 
and Ernest could see that fewer men were dropping. 

“Ernest,” said Alston, galloping up to him, “ I am going to 
charge them. Look, they will soon cross the donga, and reach 
the slopes of tbe mountain, and we sha’n’t be able to follow 
them on the broken ground.” 

“ Isn’t it rather risky ?” asked Ernest, somewhat dismayed ht 
the idea of launching their little clump of mounted men at the 
moving mass before them. 

“ Risky ? yes, of course it is, but my orders were to delay 
the enemy as much as possible, aud the horses are fresh. But, 
my lad ’’—and he bent towards him and spoke low — “ it doesn’t 
npick matter whether we are killed charging or running away. 
I am sure that the camp must be taken; there is no hope. 
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Good-bye, Ernest ; if I fall, fight the corps as long as possible, 
and kill as many of those devils as you can ; and if you survive, 
remember to make off well to the left. The regiments will have 
passed by then. God bless you, my boy ! Now ordeij the bugler 
to sound the ‘cease fire/ and let the men mount/' ^ 

^5Tes, sir.’* } ' 

They were the last words Alston ever spoke to him, and 
Ernest often remembered, with affectionate admiration, that 
even at that moment he thought more of his friend’s safety than 
he did of his own. As to their tenor, Ernest had already sus- 
pected the truth, though, luckily, the suspicion had not as yet 
impregnated the corps. Mazook, too, who as usual was with 
him, mounted on a Basutu pony, had just informed him that, in 
his (Mazook’s) opinion, they were all as good as ripped up 
(alluding to the Zulu habit of cutting a dead enemy open), and 
adding a consolatory remark to the effect that man can die but 
once, anS “ good job too. 1 ’ 

But, strangely enough, he did not feel afraid ; indeed, ho 
never felt quieter in his life than he did iu that hour of near 
death. A wild expectancy thrilled his nerves and looked out of 
his eyes. “What would it bo like?” ho wondered. And in 
another minute all such thoughts were gone, for he was at tbo 
head of his troop, ready for the order. 

Alston, followed by the boy Roger, galloped swiftly round, 
seeing that the formation was right, and then gave the word 
to unsheath the short swords with which he had insisted upon 
the corps being armed. Meanwhile, the Undi were drawing on 
to a flat plain, four hundred yards or more broad, at the foot of 
the mountain, a very suitable spot for a cavalry manoeuvre. 

“Now, men of Alstons Horse, there is the enemy before 
you. Let mo see how you can go through them. Charge /” 

41 Charge /” reechoed Ernest. 

“ Charge !" roared Sergeant-Major Jones, blandishing his 
sword. 

Down the slope they go, slowly at first ; now they are on the 
plainj and the pace quickens to a hand-gallop. 

Ernest feels his great horse gather himself together and 
spring along beneath him ; he hears the hum of astonishment 
rising from the dense black mass before them as it Tialts to 
receive the attack ; he glances round, and sees the set faces and 
determined look upon the features of his men, and his blood 
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boils up with a wild exhilaration, and for a while he tastes the 
fierce joy of war. 

Quicker still grows the pace ; now he can see the white round 
the dark eyeballs of the Zulus. 

* Crash t" They arc among them, trampling them down, 
hewing thenT'^wn, thrusting, slashing, stabbing, and being 
stabbed. The air is alive with assegais, and echoes with the 
savage Zulu war-cries and with the shouts of the gallant troopers, 
fighting now as troopers have not often fought before. Pre- 
sently, as in a dream, Ernest sees a huge Zulu seize Alston's 
horse by the bridle, jerk it on to its haunches, and raise his 
assegai. Then the boy Roger, who is by his father’s side, makes 
a point with his sword, and runs tho Zulu through. He falls, 
but next moment the lad is attacked by more, is assegaied, and 
falls fighting bravely. Then Alston pulls up, and, turning, Shoots 
with his revolver at tho men who have killed his son. Two fall, 
another runs up, and with a shout drives a great spear right 
through Alston, so that it stands out a hand- breath behind his 
back. On to the body of his son he, too, falls and dies. Next 
second the Zulu’s head is cleft in twain down to the chin. That 
was Jeremy’s stroke. 

All this time they are travelling on, leaving a broad red line 
of dead and dying iu their track. Presently it was done ; they 
had passed right through the Impi. But out of sixty-four men 
they had lost their captain and twenty troopers. As they 
emerged, Ernest noticed that his sword was dripping blood, and 
his sword-hand stained red. Yet he could not at the moment 
remember having killed anybody. 

But Alston was dead, and he was now in command of what 
remained of the corps. They were in no condition to charge 
ugain, for many horses and some men were wounded. So he 
led them round the rear of the Impi, which, detaching a com- 
pany of about three hundred men to deal with the remnants of 
the troop, went on its way with lessened numbers, and filled 
with admiration at the exhibition of a courage in no way 
inferior to their own. 

This company, running swiftly, took possession of the ridge, 
down which the troop had charged, and by which alone it would 
be possible for Ernest to retreat, and, taking shelter behind 
stones, began to pour in an inaccurate but galling fire on the 
little party of whites. Ernest charged up through them, losing 
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two more men and several horses in the process ; but what was 
his horror, on reaching the crest of the ridge, to see about a 
thousand Zulus, drawn up, apparently in reserve, in the nock of 
the pass leading to the plain beyond ! To escape through them 
would be almost impossible, for he was crippled with wounded 
and dismounted men, and the pace of a force is tie pace of the 
slowest. Their position was desperate, and, looking round at 
his men, he could see that they thought so too. 

His resolution was soon taken. A few paces from where he 
had for a moment halted the remainder of the corps was a little 
eminence, something like an early Saxon tumulus. To this he 
rode, and, dismountiag, turned his horse loose, ordering his men 
to do the same. So good was the discipline, and so great his 
control over them, that there were no wild rushes to escape : 
they obeyed, realising their desperate case, and formed a ring 
round th<j rise. 

“ Now, men of Alston’s Horse,” said Ernest, “ we have done 
our best, let us die our hardest.” 

The men set up a cheer, and next minute the Zulus, creep- 
ing up under shelter of the rocks which were strewed around, 
attacked them with fury. 

In five minutes, in spite of the withering fire which they 
poured in upon the surrounding Zulus, six more of the little 
band were dead. Four were shot, two were killed in a rush 
made by about a dozen men, who, reckless of their own life, 
determined to break through the white man’s ring. They per- 
ished in the attempt, but not before they had stabbed two of 
Alston’s Horse. The remainder, but little more than thirty men, 
retired a few pacos farther up the little rise so as to contract 
their circle, and kept up a ceaseless fire upon the enemy. The 
Zulus, thanks to the accurate shooting of the white men, had by 
this time lost more than fifty of their number, and, annoyed at 
being put to such loss by a foe numerically so insighificant, they 
determined to eud the matter with a rush. Ernest saw their 
leader, a great almost naked fellow, with a small shield and a 
necklace of lion’s claws, walking, utterly regardless of the piti- 
less rifle-fire, from group to group, and exhorting them. Taking 
i.p a rifle which had just fallen from the hand of a dead trooper 
— for up to the present Ernest had not joined in the Tiring — 
he took a fine sight at about eighty yards at the Zulu chiefs 
broad chest, and pulled. The shot was a good one ; the great 
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fellow sprang into the air and dropped. Instantly another com- 
mander took his place, and the final advance began. 

But the Zulus had to come up-hill, with but little cover, and 
scores wer^ mown down by the scorching and continuous fire 
from the b^eeph-loaders. Twice, when within twenty yards, 
were they difi&en back, twice did they come on again. Now 
they were but twelve paces or so away, and a murderous fire 
was kept up upon them. For a moment they wavered, then 
pushed forwards up the slope. 

“Close upl” shouted Ernest, “and use your swords and 
pistols/ 1 

His voice was heard above the din. Some of the men 
dropped the now useless rifles, and the revolvers began to 
crack. 

Then the Zulus closed in upon the doomed band, with a 
shout of “Bulala umlungo !” (Kill the white man !) 

Out rang the pistol-shots, and firo flew from the clash of 
swords and assegais; and still the little band, momentarily grow- 
ing fewer, fought on with labouring breath. Never did hope- 
forsaken men make a more gallant stand. Still they fought, 
and still they fell, one by one, and as they fell were stabbed to 
death ; but scarcely one of them was there whose death-wound 
. .was in his back. 

At last the remaining Zulus drew back ; tlioy thought that 
it was done. 

But no ; three men yet stood together upon the very summit 
of the mound, holding six foes at bay. The Zulu captain 
laughed aloud when he saw it, and gave a rapid order. There- 
upon the remaining Zulus formed up, and, stabbing the wounded 
as they went, departed swiftly over the dead, after the main body 
of the corps, which had now vanished round the mountain. 

They left the six to finish the three. 

Three hundred had come to attack Alston’s Horse; not 
more than one hundred departed from that attack. The 
overpowered white men had rendered a good account of their 
foes. 

The three left alive on the summit of the little hill were, as 
Fate would have it, Ernest, Jeremy, and the ex- sailor, who had 
complained of the “ sargustic ” companion, who, has it happened, 
had just died by his side. 

Their revolvers were empty ; Ernest’s sword had broken off 
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short in the body of ji Zulu ; Jeremy still had his swoid, ami 
the sailor a dubbed carbine. 

Presently one of the six Zulus dodged in under the carbine 
and ran the sailor through. Glancing round, Ernest saw In's 
face turn gray. The honest fellow died as he had*lived, swear- 
ing hard. 

* Ah, you black mate/’ he san& out, “take that, and bo 

d-d to you!*’ The clubbed rifle came down upon the Zulu's 
skull and cracked it to bits, and both fell dead together. 

Now there wore live Zulus left, and only limed, and Jeremy 
to meet them. But stay ; suddenly from under a corpse uprifas 
another foe. No, it is not a foe, it is Mazooku. who has been 
shamming dead, but suddenly and most opportunely shows him - 
self to be very much alive. Advancing from behind, he stabs 
one of the attacking party, and kills him. That leaves four. 
Then he engages another, and after a long struggle kills him 
loo. Which leaves throe. And still the two white men stand 
bade to back with flashing eyes and gapping breath, ami bold 
tin ir own. Soaked with blood, desperate, and expecting death, 
they wire jet a gallant fight to see. Two of the remaining 
Zulus rush at the giant Jeremy, one at Erwst. Ernest, having 
no effective weapon left, dodges the assegai -thrust, and I hen 
cl < ims with his antagonist, and they roll, over and over. d»>\^u. 
the hill together, struggling for the assegai the Zulu hohK It 
snaps in two, but the blade and about eight inches of the shall 
remain with Ernest. Tie drives it through his enemy's thro:if, 
and he dies. Thou he struggles up to see the closing scene of 
the drama, but not in time to help in it. Mazooku has wounded 
his man badly, and i s follow* iug to kill him. And Jeremy? Helm-* 
struck at one of the Kafirs with his sword. The blow is received 
on the edge of the. cowhide shield, and sinks half way through 
it, so that the hide holds the steel fast. With a sharp twist of 
the shield the weapon is jerked out of his lia:*«J, and he is left 
defenceless, with nothing to tiust to except liis native stiength. 
Surely he is lost! But no — with a sudden rush lie seizes both 
Zulus by the throat, one in each hand, and, strong men as they 
are, swings them wide apart. Then with a tremendous effort 
he jerks their heads together with such awful force that they 
fall senseless, and Mazooku comes up and spears thefli. 


Thus was the fight ended. 
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Ernest and Jeremy sank upon the bloody grass, gasping for 
breath. The firing from the direction of the camp had now 
died away, and, after the tumult, the shouts, and the shrieks of 
tho dying, the silence seemed deep. 

It was the §ilcnco of the dead. 

There they*!fey, white man aud Zulu, side by side in tho 
peaceable sunlight ; and in a vague bewildered way Ernest 
noticed that, the faces, which a few minutes before looked so 
grim, were mostly smiling now. They had passed through the 
ivory gales and reached the land of smiles. How still they all 
were ! A little black-and- white bird, such as fiy from ant-hill 
to ant hill, came and settled upon tho forehead of a young 
fellow, scarcely more than a boy, ami the only son of his mother, 
who lay quiet across two Zulus. The bird knew why he was so 
still. Ernest had liked the boy, and knew liis mother, and 
began to wonder as belay panting on the grass what she would 
feel when she hoard of her son’s fate. But just then Mazooku's 
voice broke the silence, lie had been standing staring at the 
body of one of the men lie had killed, and was now apostro- 
phising it in Zulu. 

“Ah, my brother,” he said, “son of my own father, with 
whom I used to play when I was little ; I always told you that 
-you were a perfect fool with an assegai ; but I little thought 
that T should over have such an opportunity of proving it to 
you. Well, it can’t be helped ; duty is duty, and family ties 
must give way to it. {Sleep well, niy brother ; it was painful to 
kill yon — very.” 

* Ernest lifted himself from tho ground, and laughed the 
hysterical laugh of shattered nerves, at this naive and thoroughly 
Zulu moralising. Just then Jeremy rose and came to him. Ho 
was a fearful sight to see — his hands, his face, his clothes, were 
all /W; ami ho was bleeding from a cut on the face, and 
another on the hahd. 

“ Conic, Ernest,” lie said, in a hollow voice, “ we must clear 
out of this,” 

“ I suppose so,” said Ernest. 

On the plain at the foot of the hill several of the horses 
wore i {uietljf cropping the grass, till such time as the superior 
aninrd, in an, had settled his differences. Among them was 
Ernest's black stallion, “ Tim Devil,” which hud b£en w T ounded, 
though slightly, on the flank. They walked towards the horses, 
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stopping on their way to arm themselves from the weapons 
which lay about. As they pascal the body of the limit llnusi, 
had hilled in his last struggle for life, ho slopped anti drew tho 
broken assegai fromhisthro.it. 4i A memento,^ *7id he. 'The 
horses ware caught; without difficulty, and “The Devil” and the 
two next best animals schcled. Thin they mounted, and mde 
towards 1 ho top of the ridge over wideli Ermst had seen tho 
body of /'ulus lying in reserve. Win n they were iu ,, ir it !\l.v 
zoo ho got down and crept to tins civ^t on his stomach. 1 Vesentlv, 
to their gn at relief, he signaled to I hi ml to adviuru : the Zulus 
lud mo\ cd on, and tho valley was desvted. And so the ilm-o 
passed over the neck, that an hour and a half before I bey bad 
ei ' wd with sixly-ono eompai ions, who were now all dead. 
“ I think wo have charmed lives,” said Jeremy presently. 

“ All fronts except us two. Tt can't be chance.” 

“ It is fate,” said tiniest, briefly. 

From tho top of the neck they got a view of the camp, which 
now looked ipiiet and peaceful, with its white tents and its 
Union Jack fluttoiing as u^ual in tlio breeze. 

‘‘They must bo all dead too,” said Ernest ; “which way 
shall we go ?” 

Tlit'ii it was that Mnzonku’s knowledge of tho country 
proved of the utmost service to them. lle had been bmui'ht, 
no at a kraal in the inuneiliato neighbourhood, and knew 
every inch of the laud. Avoiding the camp altogether, ho led 
them to the left of the battle-field, and after two hours’ vide 
over rough country, brought them to a ford of the Dufialo 
which he was acquainted with, some miles l»«*lo\v where the 
ft w survivals of tho massacre struggled across the river, or were 
drowned in attempting to do so. Following this route they 
never saw a single Zulu, for these had all do furled in the 
other direction, and were spared the horrors of the stampede 
aud of “ Fugitive.**’ Drift.” 

At last they gained the farther side of the river, and wore, 
comparatively speaking, safe on Natal ground. 

They determined, after much anxious consultation, to make 
for the little fort at Ilelpmakaar, and had ridden aboiffc a mile 
or so towards it, when suddenly the Zulu’s quick ear caught 
the sound of distant* firing to their right. It was their enemy 
the Undi Corps, attac1*ing Rorke’s Drift. Leaving Mazoyku t<5 
hold the horses, Ernest and Jeremy dismounted 1 ' v J 
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solitary koppic or hill which just thero cropped out from the 
surface of the plain. It was of an ironstone formation, .and on the 
summit la^ a huge flat slab of almost pure ore. On to this they 
climbed, and^ookcd along the course of the river, but could see 
nothing. JtorS'o’s Drift was hidden by a rise in the ground. 

All this time a. dense thundcr-cloud had been gathering 
in the direction of ITelpmakaar, and was now, as is common 
before sunset in the South African summer season, travel- 
ling rapidly up against the wind, set in a faint rainbow as 
in a frame. The sun, on the other hand, was sinking towards 
the horizon, so that his golden beams, lining across a space 
of blue sky, impinged upon the black bosom of the cloud, 
and were reflected thence in sharp lights and broad shadows, 
flung like celestial spears and shields across the plains of 
Zululaiul. Isandhlwana’s Mountain was touched by #ne great 
ray which broke in glory upon his savage crest, and crowned 
him that day’s king of death, but the battle-field o’er which ho 
towered was draped in gloom. It was a glorious scene. Above, 
the wild expanse of sky broken up by flaming clouds, and tinted 
with hues such as might be reflected from the jewelled walls of 
heaven. Behind, the angry storm, set in its rainbow-frame like 
ebony in a ring of gold. In front, the rolling plain, where 
the tall grasses waved, the broad Buffalo flashing through it like 
a silver snake, the sun-kissed mountains, and the shadowed slopes. 

It was a glorious scene. Nature in her most splendid mood 
flung all her colour-streamers loose across the earth and sky, 
and waved them wildly ere they vanished into night’s abyss. 
Life, in his most radiant ecstasy, blazed up in varied glory 
before ho sank, like a lover, to sleep awhile in the arms of his 
eternal mistress— Death. 

Ernest gozed upon it, and it sank into his heart, which, 
set to Nature’s tunc, responded ever when her hands swept 
the chords of earth or heaven. It lifted him above tie 
world, and thrilled him with indescribable emotion. His eyes 
wandered over the infinite space above, searching for the 
presence of a God ; then they fell upon Lamlhlwana, and marked 
the spo.* just where the shadows were deepest ; where his com- 
rades lay, and gazed upon the splendid sky with eyes that 
could not see ; and at last his spirit gave way, and, weakened 
'.vith emotion aud long toil and abstinence, he burst into a 
paroxysm of grief. 
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“O Jeremy,” he sobbed, “they are all dead, all except you 
and I, and I feel a coward that I should still live to weep 
over them. When it was over, I should have let that Zulu 
kill me ; but I was a coward, aud I fought for my life. Had 
1 bub held my hand for a second, I should ^rftve gone with 
Alston and the others, Jeremy.” 

“Come, come, old fellow, you did your best, and fought the 
corps like a brick. .No man could have done more.” 

“ Yos, Jeremy, but 1 should have died with them ; it was my 
duty to die. And l do not care about living, aud they did. h 
have been an unfortunate dog all my life. I shot my cousin, I, 
lost Eva, and now I have seen all my comrades killed, and/ 
T, who was their leader, alone escaped. And pcrliaj** I have not', 
done with my misfortunes yet. What next, I wonder; what; 
next 

Ernest's distress was so acute, that Jeremy, looking at him 
and seeing that all liu had gone through had been too much for 
him, tried to soothe him, lot lie should go into hysteric, by 
putting his arm round his waist and giving him a good hug. 

“ Look here, old chap,” lie said ; “ it is no use bothering one’s 
head about these things. Wc are just so many feathers blown 
about by the wind, and must float where the wind blows us. 

£ oinetimea it is a good wind, and sometimes a bad one ; but on 
the whole it is bad, and we must just make tlie best of it, and 
wait till it doesn’t think it worth while to blow our particular 
feathers about any more, aud then we shall come to the ground, 
and not till then. Ami now we have been up here for more 
than five minutes, and given the horses a bit of a rest. Wo 
must be pushing on if wo want to get to Ilolpraakaar before 
dark, and I only hope we shall get there before the Zulus, 
that’s all. By Jove, here comes the storm — come on!” And 
Jeremy jumped off the lump of iron-ore, and began to descend 
the koppie. 

Ernest, who had been listening with his face in his hands, 
roso and followed him in silence. As he did so, a breath of ice- 
cold air from the storm-cloud, which was now right overhead, 
fanned his hot brow, and when ho had gone a few yards he 
turned to meet it, aud to cast one more look at the sPcne. 

It was the last earthly landscape he ever saw. For at that 
instant there leaped from the cloud overhead a fierce stream of* 
jagged light, whichfstruck the mass of iron-ore on which they* 
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had been seated, shivered and fused it, and then ran down the 
side of the hill to the plain. Together with the lightning thero 
came an car-splitting crack of thunder. 

Jeremy* who was now nearly at the bottom of the Jittle hill, 
staggered at shock. When he recovered, he looked up where 
Ernest had been standing, and could not seo him. He rushed 
up the hill again, calling him in accents of frantic grief. Thero 
was no answer Presently he found him lying on the ground, 
white and still. 


CHAPTER XXXVII. 

THE CLIFFS OF OLD ENGLAND. 

It was an April evening ; off the south coast of England. 
The sun had just made up his mind to struggle out from' behind 
a particularly black shower-cloud, and give that part of tho 
world a look before he bade it good- night. 

“That is lucky,” said a little man, who was with diffi- 
culty hanging on to the bulwark netting of the R.M.S. Con- 
way Castlo ; “ now, Mr. Jones, look if you can’t see them in 
tho sunlight.” 

Mr. Jones accordingly looked through his glasses again. 

“ Yes,” he said, 41 1 can see them distinctly.” 

“ See what?” asked another passeuger, coming up. 

“The cliffs of Old England,” answered tho little man joy- 
ously. 

“ O, is that all ?” said the other ; “ curse the cliffs of Old 
England !” 

“ Nice remark that for a man who is going home to be mar- 
ried, eh ?'’ said the little man, turning to where his companion, 
had stood. 

But Mr. Jones had shut up his glasses, and vanished aft. 

Presently he reached a deck - cabin, and entered without 
knocking. 

“England is in sight, old fellow,” he said, addressing some- 
body who lay back smoking in a cane-chair. 

The person addressed made a movement as though to rise, 
then put up his hand to a shade that covered his eyes. 

“ I forgot,” he answered, with a smile ; “ it will have to bo 
ycry much in sight before I can soe it. By: the way, Jeremy,” 
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he went on nervously, 44 1 want to ask you something. Theso 
doctors tell such lies.” And ho removed tho shade. “ Now, 
look at my eyes, and tell mo honestly, am 1 disfigured? Aro 
they shrunk, I mean, or got a squint, or anything o£ that 
sort?” and Ernest turned up his dark orbs, which, except 
that they had acquired that painful, expectant look peculiar 
to the blind, wore just as they always had been. 

Jeremy looked at them, first in ono light, then in another. 

“Weill” said Ernest impatiently, “I can feci that you 
are staring me out of countenance.” 

“ Iiamba gachle,” replied tho imperturbable ono. “I nm 
di — di — diagnosing the case. There, that will do. To all 
appearance, your optics aro as sound as mine. You get a girl 
to look at them, and see what she says.” 

“ Aft, well ; that is something to be thankful for.” 

Just then somebody knocked at tho cabin -door. It was a 
steward. 

“ You sent for me, Sir Ernest ?” 

44 0 yes, I remember. Will you be so good as to find my 
servant ? I want him.” 

44 Yes, Sir Ernest.” 

Ernest moved impatiently. 

“ Confound that fellow, with his everlasting 4 Sir Ernest ’ !” 

“ What, haven’t you got used to your handle yet ?” 

“No, I haven’t, and I wish it were at Jericho, and that is a 
fact. It is all your fault, Jeremy. If you had not told that 
confoundedly garrulons little doctor, who went and had tho 
information printed in tho Natal Mercury, it would never have 
come out at all. I could have dropped tho til lo in England ; 
but now all those people know that I am Sir Ernest, and Sir 
Ernest I shall remain for the rest of my days.” 

“Well, most people would not think that such a dreadful 
misfortune.” 

“ Yes, they would, if they had happened to shoot tho real 
heir. By the way, what did tho lawyer say in his letter? As 
we are so near home, I suppose I had better post myself up. 
You will find it in the despatch-box. Bead it, therms a good 
fellow.” 

Jeremy opened the box, battered with many years of travel, 
and searched about f#r the letter. It contained a curious collection * 
of articles, prominent among which was a handkerchief, which . 
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once belonged to Eva Ceswick ; a long tress of chestnut hair 
tied up witji a blue ribbon ; ditto of golden, which’had come — 
well, not froq£ Eva’s locks ; a whole botanical collection of dead 
ilowers, tendcf ^souvenirs of goodness knows who, for, after a 
while, these accumulated dried specimens are difficult to iden- 
tify ; and many letters and other curiosities. 

At last he camo to the desired document, written in a fair 
clerk’s hand ; and having shovelled back the locks of hair, «&c., 
began to read it aloud : 

“ Si. E thrived' 8 Court , Poultry , 

22 nd January 1879. 

“ Sir, — ” 


“ You see,” broke in Ernest, “ while we were fighting over 
there at Sanslilwana, thoso beggars were writing to tell me that 
1 w;is a baronet. Case of the 1 bloody hand ’ w,th a vengeance, 
eh V” 

“ Sir ” (began Jeremy again), “ it is our duty to inform you 
of the death, on tho ltith of the present month, of our esteemed 
client, Sir Hugh Kershaw, Kart., of Arctidale Hall, Devonshire, 
and of the consequent devolution of tho baronetcy to yourself, 
ns only son of the late Sir Hugh’s only brother, Ernest Ker- 
shaw, Esq. 

il Into the question of the unhappy manner in which you 
camo to bo placed in tho immediate succession it does not be- 
come us to enter. We have before us at this moment a copy of 
her Majesty’s pardon, granted to you under the Transvaal 
Amnesty Act, and forwarded to us by Reginald Gardus, Esq., 
of Hum’s Ness, Suffolk, which we have neither tho wish nor the 
will l.o dispute. It is clear to us that, under this pardon, you 
are totally free from any responsibility for the breach of the 
law which you perpetrated some years since ; and of this it is 
our duty to advise you. Your title to succeed is also a clear 
one. 

As was only to be expected under the circumstances, the 
JLite Sir ifugh did not boar any feeling of good-will towards you. 
Indeed, we do not think that we shall be exaggerating if we say 
that the news of your free pardon materially hastened his end. 
' Ou the attainment of full age by the late Jlugh Kershaw, Esq., 
who, fell by your hand, the entail of the family estates was cut, 
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and only the mansion-house of Archdale Hall, the heirlooms, 
which are numerous and valuable, therein contained, and the 
deer-park, consisting of one hundred and eighty -five tj/:es of land, 
wero resettled. These consequently pass to you^Aul wc shall be 
glad to receivo your instructions concerning them, should you 
elect to honour us with your confidence. Tho estates pass, under 
tho will of the late Baronet, to a distant cousin of his late wife’s, 
James Smith, Esq., 52 Campcrdown Road, Upper Clapham. 
We now think that we have put you in possession of all the facts 
connected with your accession to tho baronetcy, and, awaiting 
your instructions, have tho honour to remain, 

“ Your obedient servants, 

(Signed) 44 Paisley & Paisley.” 

“ Ah, so much for that 1” was Ernest’s comment. “ What am 
I to do with Archdale Hall, its heirlooms, and its deer-park of 
one hundred and eighty-five acres, I wonder ? I shall sell them 
if I can. Mine is a pretty position : a baronet with about six- 
pence halfpenny per annum to support my rank on ; a very 
pretty position 1” 

“ Ilninba gachlc,” replied Jeremy ; “ time enough to consider 
all that. But now, as we are on tho reading lay, I may as well 
give you the benefit of my correspondence with tho officer com- 
manding her Majesty's forces in Natal and Zululand.” 

“ Eire away,” remarked Ernest wearily. 

“ First letter, dated Newcastle, Natal, 27th January, from 
your humble servant to officer commanding, &c : 

ft 

“ ‘ Sir, — I have the honour to report, by order of Lieutenant 
and Adjutant Kershaw, of Alston’s Horse, at present incaj»aci- 
tated by lightning from doing so himself ’ ” — ■ 1 

“ Very neatly put that, I think,” interpolated Jeremy. 

“Very. Goon.” 

— ‘“that on the 22nd inst., Alston’s Horse, having received 
orders to check the flanking movement of the Undi Crtrps, pro- 1 
ceeded to try and do so. Coming to a ridge commanding tho 
advance of the Undi, the corps, by order of their late comman- 
der, Captain Alston, •dismounted, and opened fire on them at a 
distance of about three hundred yards, with considerable effect. 
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This did not, however, check tho Undi, who appeared to num- 
ber between three and four thousand men, so Captain Alston 
issued an girder to charge the enemy. This was done with some 
success. TVitj Zulus lost a number of men ; tho corps, which 
passed right thfough the enemy, about twenty troopers, Captain 
Alston, and his son Roger Alston, who acted as his aide-de- 
camp. Several horses and one or two meu were also severely 
wounded, which crippled tho further movements of the corps. 

u< Lieutenant and Adjutant Kershaw, on taking command 
of the corps, determined to attempt to retreat. In this attempt, 
however, ho failed, owing to tho presence of dismounted and 
wounded men ; to the detachment of a body of about threo 
hundred Zulus to intercept any such retreat ; and to the pre- 
sence of a large body of Zulus on the farther side of the pass 
leading to the valley through which such retreat mustf’ be con- 
ducted. 

“ ‘ Under these circumstances he determined to fight the 
remains of the corps to the last, and dismounting them, took 
possession of a fairly advantageous position. Adesperato hand- 
to-hand encounter ensued. It ended in the almost total exter- 
mination of Alston’s Horse, and in that of the greater part of 
tho attacking Zulus. Tho names of the surviving members of 
Alston’s Horse are— Lieutenant and Adjutant Kershaw, Ser- 
geant-Major Jeremy Jones, Trooper Mazooku (the only nativo 
in the corps). 

1 u These ultimately effected their escape, the enemy having 
either been all destroyed or having followed the track of the 
Undi. Lieutenant and Adjutant Kershaw regrets to have to 
state that in process of effecting his escape he was struck by 
lightning and blinded. 

“ ‘ He estates the total loss inflicted on the enemy by 
Alston’s Horse at from four hundred to four hundred and fifty 
men. In face of such determined bravery as was evinced by 
every one of his late gallant comrades, Lieutenant Kershaw 
feels that it would be invidious for him to mention any par- 
ticular names. Every man fought desperately, and died with 
his face tto tho enemy. He begs to enclose a return of the 
'names of those lost, the accuracy of which he cannot, however, 
guarantee, as it is compiled from memory, the papers of the 
corps having all been lost. Trusting t*hai the manoeuvres 
attempted by Lieutenant Kershaw under somewhat difficult 
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circumstanced will meet with your approval, I have, &c. — J>y 
order of Lieutenant Kershaw, 

(Signed) “ ‘ Jeicemy Jones, SergeantjHajor.’ 

“ Then follows the reply, dated Maritzburg,*2nd February : 

tl * Sir, — 1. I have to direct you to convey to Lieutenant ami 
Adjutant Kershaw, and the surviving members of the corps 
known as Alston’s Horse, the high sense entertained by tho 
Officer, <&c., of the gallant conduct of that corps in tho face of 
overwhelming odds at Isandhlwana on the 2‘2nd of January. 

11 1 2. It is with deep regret that the Officer, &c., learns of the 
heavy misfortune which has befallen Lieutenant Kershaw. He 
wishes to express his appreciation of the way in which that 
officer handled the remnants of his corps, aud to inform him that 
his name will be forwarded to tho proper quarter for tho expres- 
sion of her Majesty’s pleasure with regard to his services. 0 

u< 3. I am directed to oiler you a commission in any of the 
volunteer corps now on service in this campaign — I have, &c., 
(Signed) “ 1 Chief of the Staff.’ ” 

Then comes a letter from Sergeant-Major Jones, grate- 
fully acknowledging the expression of the high opinion of tho 
Officer, &c., and declining the offer of a commission in another 
volunteer corps. 

Next is a private letter from tho Officer, &c, offering to 
recommend Sergeant-Major Jereiny Jones for a commission in 
the army. 

And, finally, a letter from Sergeant-Major Jones to tho 
Officer, &c., gratefully declining the same. 

Ernest looked up sharply. The raison d'clre %£ the move- 
ment was gone, for he could no longer see, but the habit 
remained. 

“ Why did you decline the commission, Jeremy ?” * 

Jeremy moved uneasily, and looked through tho little cabin- 
window. 

“ On general principles,” he answered presently. • 


• It may bo stated here that, if this was ever done, the War 
Office did not consider Ernest’s services worthy of notico ; fui^ 
ho never hoard anything more about them. 
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“ Nonsense ! I know you would have liked to go into tho 
army. Don’t you remember, as wo were riding up to the camp 
at Isandhl^ana, you said that you propo ed that if • the corps 
did anything^ we should try and work it?” 

“Yes.” 

“ Well?” 

“Well, I said wil” 

“ I don’t quite follow you, Jeremy.” 

“ My dear Ernest, you can’t go in for a commission now, 
can you ?” 

Ernest laughed a little bitterly. 

“ What lias that to do with it ?” 

“Everything. I am not going to leave you in your misfor- 
tune to go and enjoy myself in the army. I could not do it ; I 
should bo wretched if I did. No, old fellow, we have gone 
through a good many things side by side, and, please God, we 
will stick to each other to the end of the chapter.” 

Ernest was always easily touched by kindness, especially 
now that his nerves wore shaken, and his heart softened by 
misfortuuo, and his eyes filled with tears at Jeremy’s words. 
Putting out his hand, he felt about for Jeremy’s, and, when he 
had found it, grasped it warmly. 

“ If I have troubles, Jeremy, at least I have a blessing that 
few can boast — a true friend. If you had gone with the rest at 
lsandhlwana yonder, I think that my heart would have broken. 
I think wo do bear one another a love that ‘ passe th the love of 
woman.’ It would not bo worth much if it didn’t, that is one 
tiling. I wonder if Absalom was a finer fellow than you arc, 
Jeremy? ‘from tho sole of his foot even to the crown of his 
head there was no blemish in him.’ Your hair would not weigh 
4 two hundred shekels after tho king's weight,’ though ” (Jeremy 
wore his hair cropped like a convict’s) ; 11 but I would back you 
to throw Absalom over your shoulder, hair and all.” 

It was his fashion to talk nonsense when affected by any- 
thing, and Jeremy, knowing it, said nothing. 

J ust then there came a knock at the door, and who should 
enter but Mazooku, but Mazooku transformed. His massive 
frame, instead of being clothed in the loose white garments he 
generally wore, was arrayed in a flannel shirt with an enormous 
. ^‘tick-up collar, a suit of pepper-and-salt ri*nch-me-downs several 
sizes too Bmall for him, and a pair of boots considerably too 
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largo for his small and shapely feet ; for, like tho*e of most 
Zulus of good blood, his hands and feet were extremely deli- 
cately made. 

To add to the incongruity of his appearance, on the top of 
his hair, which was still done in ridges Zulu fashl/n, ami deco- . 
rated with long bone snuff-spoons, was perched au extremely 
small and rakish-looking billycock hat, and in his hand ho 
carried his favourite and most gigantic knobstick. 

On opening the cabin-door he saluted in the ordinary fashion, 
and coming in, squatted down on his haunches to await orders, 
forgetting that he was not in all the freedom of his native dress. 
The results were most disastrous. With a crack and a bang the 
reach-me-down trousers, already strained to their utmost capa- 
city, split right up the back. The astonished Zulu flew up 
into the air, but, presently discovering wliat had happened, 
sat down again, remarking that there was “ much more room 
now ” 

Jeremy burst out laughing, and having sketched his re- 
tainer’s appearance for the benefit of Ernest, told him wlmt 
had happened. 

“Where did you get those things from, Mazook?” aj-ked 
Ernest. 

Max ok explained that he had bought the rig-out for three ’ 
pounds ten from a second-class passenger, as tho weather was 
growing cold. 

“ l)o not wear them again. I will buy you clothes as soon 
us we get to England. If you are cold, wear your great coat.” 

“Koos!” (chief). ' 

u IIow is ‘Hie Devil’?” Ernest had brought the black 
stallion on which he had escaped from L-andhlwana home with 
him. 

Mazook replied that the horse w r as well, \f\it playful. A 
man forward had been teasing him with a bit of bread, lie 
bad waittd till that man parsed under his box, and had seized 
him in his teeth, liftul him off the ground by his coat, and 
shaken him severely. 

“ Good ! Give him a bran -mush to-night.” 

“ Kous !” . 

“ And so you find the air cold. Are you not regretting that 
you came? I warned you that you would regret.” 

“ Ou ka Inkoos ” C‘ 0 no, my chief ”), the Zulu answered^ 

9 
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liis liquid native tonguo. M When first we came upon the 
smoking ship, and went out on to the black water out of which 
the white men rise, and my bowels twisted up and melted within 
me, and I w^nt through the agonies of a hundred deaths, then I 
regretted. 4 Oj r why,’ I said in my heart , 4 did not my father 
♦kill me rather than bring me on to this great moving river? 
Surely if I live I shall grow like a white man from the white- 
ness of my heart, for I am exceedingly afraid, and have cast all 
my inside forth.’ All this I said, and many more things which 
I cannot remember, but they were dark and heavy things. But 
behold, my father, when my bowels ceased to melt, and when new 
ones had grown to replace those which I had thrown forth, I was 
glad, and did eat much beef, and then did I question my heart 
about this journey over the black water. And rny heart answered 
and said , 4 Mazooku, son of Ingoluvu, of the tribe of the Maqnil- 
isini, of the people of the Amazulu. you have done well. Great is 
the chief whom you serve ; great is lie on the hunting-path ; great 
was he in the battle ; all the Undi could not kill him, and his 
brother the lion (Jeremy), and his servaut the jackal (IVlazooku), 
who hid in a hole ami then bit thoso who digged. O yes he is 
great, and his breast is full of valour ; you have seen him strike 
the Undi down ; and his mind is full of the white man’s know- 
ledge and discretion ; you have seen him form the ring that spat 
out lire so fast that his servants the horsemen were buried 
under the corpses of the Undi. So groat is he, that the 4 heaven 
above’ smelled him out as ‘tagati’ (a wizard), and struck 
him with their lightning, but could not kill him then. And so 
now my father wanders and wanders, and shall wander in the 
darkness, seeing not the sun or the stars, or the flashing of 
spears, or the light that gathers in the eyes of brave men as 
they close in the battle, or the love which gleams ip the eyes of 
women. And* now is this? Shall my father want a dog to 
lead him in his darkness? Shall his dog Mazooku, son of 
Ingoluvu, prove a faithless dog, and desert the hand that fed 
Kim, and the man who is braver than himself ? No, it shall not 
bo so, my chief and my father, lly the head of Chaka, whither 
thou goest thither will X go also, and where you will build your 
kraal there: shall I make my hut. Koos! BabaJ’' 

‘ Ami haling saluted after the dignified Zulu fashion, Mazook 
departed to tio up his split trousers with a bit of string. There 
V& something utterly incongruous bet ween 'Jb is present appear- 
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ance and liis melodious and poetical words, instinct as they were 
with qualities which in some respects make the savage Zulu a 
gentleman, and put him above the white Christian, who for the 
most part regards the “ nigger ” as a creature beneatfyeontempt. 
For there are lessons to be learned even from Zulu* 4 * niggers,” 
and among them we may reckon those taught I by a courage 
which laughs at death ; an absolute fidelity to those who have 
the right to command it, or tho qualities necessary to win it ; 
and, in their raw and unconverted state, perfect honesty and 
truthfulness. 

“ He is a good fellow, Mazoolc,” said Ernest, when the Zulu 
had gone; “but I fear that one of two things will happen to 
him. Either ho will get homesick and become a nuisance, or he 
will get civilised and become drunken and degraded. I should 
have done better to leave him in Natal.” 


CHAFTER XXXVIII. 

eknest’s evil destiny. 

Ahout nine o’clock on the morning following Muzooku’s 
oration, a young lady came running up the stairs of the prin- 
cipal Plymouth hotel, and burst into a private sitting room, 
like a human bomb shell of attractive appearance, somewhat to 
the astonishment of a bald old gentleman who was sitting at 
breakfast. 

“ flood gracious, Dorothy, have you gone suddenly mad ?” 

“ O Reginald, the Conway Castle is nearly in, and I have 
been to the office and got leave for us to go off in the launch ; 
so come along, quick !” 

“ What time does the launch leave ?” 

“ A quarter to ten exactly.” 

“ Then we have three-quarters of an hour.” 

“ O please, Reginald, be quick ; it might go before, you 
know.” 

Mr. Cardus smiled, and, rising, put on his hat and coat, “ to 
oblige Dorothy,” he said ; but, as a matter of fact, he was as 
excited as she was. There was a patch of red on each of his 
pale cheeks, and his hand shook. 

In a quarter of an ^hour they wero walking up and down 
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tlio quay by the Custom House, waiting for the launch to ’ 
start. 

“ After all these years,” said Mr. Cardus, “ and blind.” 

M Do you think that he will be much disfigured, Iteginald ?” 

“ I donfit know, dear ; your brother said nothing about it.” 

“ I can hardly bolicve it ; it seems so strange to think that 
he and Jeremy should have been spared out of all those people. 
IIow good God is !” 

“A cynic,” replied Mr. Cardus, with a smile, “or the rela- 
tions of the other people, might draw a d liferent conclusion.” 

But Dorothy was thinking how good God was to her . She 
was dressed in pink that morning, and 

“ O, sho looked sweet 

As the little pink flower that grows in the wheat.” 

Dorothy neither was, nor ever would be, a pretty woman, but 
sho was essentially a charming one. Her kindly puzzled face 
(and, to judge from the little wrinkles on it, she bad never got 
to the bottom o£ the questions which contracted her forehead 
as a child), her steady blue eyes, her diminutive rounded form, 
and, above all, the indescribable light of goodness which shone 
round her like a halo, all made her charming. What did it 
matter if the mouth was a little wide, or the nose somewhat 
44 tip-tilted ” V Those who can look so sweet are able to dispense 
with such fleshly attributes as a Grecian nose or chiselled lips. 
At the least, they will have the best of it after youth is past ; 
and lot mo remind you, my young and lovely reader, that the 
longer and dustier portion of life’s road winds away to waids the 
pale horizon of our path on the farther side of tho grim mile- 
post marked 44 30.” 

15 ut what made her chiefly attractive was her piquante tak- 
ing man no'’ and the chic of her presence. She was such a perfect 
lady. 

‘‘All aboard, if you please,” broke in the agent. “Run in 
the gangway !” and they were oft towards the great gray vessel 
with a blue pennant at her top. 

It was a short run, but it seemed long to Dorothy and the 
old gentleman with her. Bigger and bigger grew the great 
vessel, till at last it seemed to swallow up their tiny steamer. 

4 ‘ Ease her ! Look out for the line there. I Now haul away ! 
Make fast!” 
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It was all done in an instant, and next moment they stood 
upon the broad white deck, amid the crowd of passengers, and 
were looking round for Ernest and Jeremy. 

But they were not to be seen. 

“ I hope they are here,” faltered Dorothy. 

Mr. Cardus took his hat off, and wiped his bald bead. lie 
too hoped that they were there. 

At that moment Dorothy became aware of a great black 
man, clad in a white smock pulled on over a great-coat, and 
carrying a big spear and a kerrie in his hand, who was pushing 
his way towards them. Next moment he stood before them, 
saluting vigorously. 

“ Koos !” he said, thrusting his spear into the air before Mr. 
Cardus’s astonished nose. 

14 Inla>si Casa !” (chieftain ess) he repeated, going through the 
same process before Dorothy. u This way, master ; this way, 
missie. The chief without eyes send me to you. This way ; 
the lion bring him now.” 

They followed him through the press towards tho after- part 
of the ship, while, giving up tho unfamiliar language, he vocifer- 
ated in Zulu (it might have been Sanskrit, for all they knew), 

“ Make way, you low people, make way for the old man with 
tho shining head, on whose brow sits wisdom, and the fair 
young maiden, the sweet rosebud, who comes,” &c. 

At that moment Dorothy’s quick eye saw a great man issuing 
from a cabin, leading another man by the hand. And then she 
forgfet everything, and ran forward. 

“ O Ernest, Ernest !” she cried. 

The blind mau’s cheek flushed at tho music of her voice. 
Ho" drew his hand from Jeremy’s, and stretched out his arms 
towards the voice. It would have been easy to awj>id them— 
one never need be kissed by a blind man — but Bhe did not 
avoid them. On the contrary, she placed herself so that the 
groping arms closed round her, with a cry of “ Dolly, where 
are you ?” 

“ Here, Ernest, here 1” and in another moment he had drawn 
her to him, and kissed her on the face, and she had yeturmsd 
the kiss. O fie, Dorothy, fie ! 

• Then she kissed Jeremy too, or rather Jeremy lifted her un 
two or three feet and kissed her— it came to the same thing. 
And then Mr. Cardus*wrung them both by the hand, wringing 
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Ernest’s the hardest ; and Mazooku stood by, and, Zulu fashion, 
chanted a little song of his own improvising, about how the 
chiefs came back to their kraal after a long expedition, in which 
they had, ; and how Wisdom, in the shape of a shilling headed 
and ancient oi^e, the husband without any doubt of many wives, 
and the father of at least a hundred children, &c. ; and Beauty, 
in the shape of a sweet and small one, &c. ; and finally they all 
went very near to crying, and dancing a fling on the quarter- 
deck together. 

And then they all talked at once, and set about collecting 
their things in a muddle-headed fashion ; and when these had 
been put in a pile, and Mazooku seated, assegai and all, upon the 
top of them, ns a solemn warning to thieves (and ill would it 
have gone with the thief who dared to meddle with that pile), 
started off to inspect Ernest’s great black horse “ The Devil.” 

And behold, Dorothy stroked “The Devil’s” nose, and he, 
recognising how sweet and good she was, abandoned his usual 
habits, and did not bite her, but only whinnied and asked for 
sugar. Then Ernest, going into the box with the horse, which 
nobody but lie and Mazooku were fond of taking liberties with, 
felt clown his flauk till he came to a scar inflicted by an assegai 
in that mad charge through the Undi, and showed it to them. 
And Dorothy’s eyes filled with tears of thankfulness, as she 
thought of what that horse and its rider had gone through, and 
ot the bleaching bones of those who had galloped by their side ; 
and she would have liked to kiss Ernest again, only there was no 
excuse, so she only pressed his hand, feeling that the sorrow of 
the empty years which were gone was almost atoned for by this 
hour of joy. 

Then they went ashore to the hotel, and sat together in the 
pleasant sitting-room which Dorothy had chosen, and made 
sweet with great bunches of violets (for she remembered that 
Ernest loved violets), and talked. At length Mr. Cardus and 
Jeremy went off to see about getting the things through the 
Custom House, where they arrived to find Mazooku keeping half 
a dozen gorgeous officials, who wanted to open a box, at bay 
with his knobsticks, and plastering them with offensive epithets, 
which fortunately they did not understand. 

“ Doll,” said Ernest presently, “ it is a beautiful day, is it 
not ? Will you take me for a walk, dear ? I should like to go 
for a walk.” 
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“Yes, Ernest, of course I will. 11 

“ You are sure you do not mind being seen with a blind 
man ? You must give me your hand to hold, you kqpw.” 

“ Ernest, how can you ?” s 

Mind giving him her hand to hold, indeed ! thought Dorothy 
to herself, as she ran to put her bonnet on. O, that she could 
give it to him for always ! And in her heart she blessed tlio 
accident of his blindness, because it brought him so much 
nearer to her. He would be helpless without her, this tall 
strong man, and she would bo over at his side to help him. 
lie would not be able to read a book, or write a letter, or move 
from room to room without her. Surely she would soon be 
ablo so to weave herself into his life that she would become 
indispensable to it. And then, perhaps — perhaps — and her heart 
pulsed with a joy so intense at the mere thought of what might 
followthat it became a pain, and she caught her breath and leaned 
against the wall: For every fibre of her little frame was thrilled 
with a passionate love of this blind man whom she had lost for 
so many years, and now had found again : and in her breast 
she vowed that if she could help it she would lose him no more. 
Why should she ? When he had been engaged to Eva, she had 
done her best for him and her, and bitterly had she felt the 
way in which he had been treated. But Eva had taken her own 
course, and was now no longer in the outward and visible run- 
ning, whatever place she might still hold in the inward and 
spiritual side of Ernest's nature. Dorothy did not underrate 
that place ; she knew well that the image of her rival had sunk 
too deep into his heart to be altogether dislodged by her. But 
she was prepared to put up with that. 

“One can’t have everything, you know,” she said, shaking 
her wise little head at her own reflection in the glastf. as she tied 
her bonnet-strings. 

She was an eminently practical little person was Dorothy, , 
and having recognised the “ eternal verity ” of the saying that 
half a loaf is better than no bread, especially if one happens to 
be dying of hunger, she made up her mind to make the best of 
the position. Since she could not help it, Eva would # bo wel- 
come to the inward and spiritual side of Ernest, if only she 
could secure the outward and visible side ; “ for, after all, that 
is real and tangible, and there isn't much comfort in spiritual 
affection, you know/' she said, with another shake of the head. 
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Til abort, the arguments which proved so convincing to her 
were not unlike those that carried conviction home to the gentio 
breast oOIr. Plowden, when ho made up his mind, to marry 
Eva in thfc teeth of her engagement to, and love for, Ernest ; 
but, putting i wide the diversity of the circumstances, - there was 
this difference between them : Mr. Plowden recognised no higher 
spiritual part at all ; he did not believe in that sort of thing ; 
he contracted for Eva as ho would have contracted to buy a 
lovely animal, and when ho had got the given quantity of flesh 
and blood he was satisfied. Of the beautiful soul which the 
human casket held, aufl which loathed and hated him, he took 
no aceouut. He had got the woman, what did ho care about 
the woman’s soul V Souls, and spiritual parts, and affinities with 
w r hat is good and high, and the divinity of lovo, &c. &c., were 
capital things to preach about, but they did not apply to the 
affairs of every-day life. Besides, if he had been asked, he 
would have given it as his candid opinion that women did not 
possess auy of these things. 

There are hundreds of educated men who think like Mr. 
Plowden, and there are thousands of educated ladies who give 
colour to such opinions by their idle, aimless course of life, their 
utter inappreciation of anything beyond their own little daily 
round, and the gossip of the dozen or so of families who for 
them make up what they call society and tho interests of exist- 
ence, and by their conduct in tho matter of marriage. Truly . 
the great factor in tho lowering of women is woman herself. 
But what does it matter ? In duo course they have their fami-^ 
lies, and the world goes on I 

Now, Dorothy did believe in all these things, and she knew 
what an important part they play in human affairs, and how 
they dominate over, and direct, finer minds. , So did she believe l 
in the existence of the planets, and in the blooming of roses in 
walled gardens ; but she could not get near to know the beauties 
of the stars, or to see the openiug rosebuds, so she had to satisfy 
herself with the light that poured from the one, and the scent 
that came from the other. When one is star-stricken, or mad 
in the matter of roses, that is better than nothing* 

And so, taking Ernest by the band, she led him through the 
crowded streets with tender care, and on to the quiet Hoe. 
And as they passed, the people turned to look at the handsome 
young fellow who was blind, and some inougbt that they would 
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not mind a little blindness if it led to being personally conducted 
by so sweet a girl. 

Soon they reached the gardens. 

“Now tell me about yourself, Ernest. What hava you bci n 
doing alh these long years, besides growing bigger and hand- 
somer, and getting that hard look about the raoufti?” 

“ A great many things, Doll. Shooting, fighting, playing the 
fool.” 

44 Pshaw ! I know all that, or at least I can guess it. What 
have you been doing in your mind, you know ?” 

14 Why, thinking of you, of course, Doll.” 

“ Ernest, if you talk to mo like that, I will go away, and 
leave you to find your own way home. I know well of whom 
you have been thinking every day and every night. It was not 
of me. IJJow, confess it.” 

“Don’t let’s talk of Inr, Doll. If you talk of the devil, 3011 
know, you sometimes raise him ; not that he requires much 
raising in this instance,” he laughed bitterly. 

“I was so sorry for you, Ernest dear, and I did my best; 
indeed I did. Put I could no nothing with her. She mud have 
been olT her head, or that man ” ( Dorothy always spoke of Plow- 
den as “ that man ”) “ and Florence had some power over her; 
or perhaps she never really cared for you ; there are some women, 
you know, who seem very sweet, but cannot truly care for any- 
body except themselves. At any rate, she mairied, and has a, 
family of children, for T have seen their births in the paper. O 
Ernest, when I think of all you must have suflf< red out there about 
that woman, I cease to be sorry for her, and begin to hate her. 

I am afraid you have been very unhappy, Ernest, all these years.” 

“Ah, yes, I have been unhappy sometimes —sometimes I 
have consoled myself. There, what is the use of telling lies? — 

I have always been unhappy, and never so much as when I 
have been in process of consolation. But you should not hate 
her, poor girl ; perhaps she has her bad times too; only, for- 
tunately, you women cannot feel, at least not much — not like 
us, I mean.” 

“ I don't know about that,” put in Dorothy. 

“Well, I will qualify my remark — mod women. «\ud t be- 
sides, it is not quite her fault; people cum not help » them solves 
much in this world. She was appointed to be m y evil destiny, \ 
that is all, and she mast fulfil her mission. All my life she will , 
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probably bring me trouble, till at last the fate works itself out. 
But, Dolly, my dear, there must be an end to these things, and 
Nature, always fertile in analogies, teaches us that the end of 
sorrow wijl be happiness. It is from the darkness of night 
that day is born, and ice and snow are followed by the flowers. 
Nothing is lost v in the world, as old Alston used to say, and it is 
impossible to suppose that all the grief and suffering are alone 
wasted ; that they are the only dull seed that will not, when 
their day comes, bloom into a beautiful life. They may seem 
to be intangible things now ; but, after all, tho difference be- 
tween tangible and intangible is only a difference of matter. 
We know that intangible things are real enough, and perhaps 
in a future stato we shall find that they are the true immortal 
parts. I think so myself.” 

“ I think so too.” 

“ Well, then, Doll, you see, if once one gets the mastery of 
that idea, it makes tho navigation easier. Once admit that 
everything works to an end, and that end a good and enduring 
one, and you will cease to call out under your present sorrows. 
But it is hard for the little boy to learn to like being whipped, 
and wo are all children, Doll, to the end of our days.” 

“ Yes.” 

And you see, Doll, for some reason I have been picked out 
to catch it pretty warm. It docs seem rather hard that a woman 
like that should be allowed to tum.iill.the- wine. .ojL&.manfc life- 
into vinegar ; but so it often is. Now, if she had died, that would 
have been bad enough ; but I could have borne it, and bided my 
time in the hope of joining her. Or if she had ceased to love 
me, and learned to love the other man, I think I could have 
borne that, because my pride would have come to my rescue, 
and because I know that the law of her affections is the only 
law that the heart of woman really acknowledges, however 
many others she may be forced to conform to ; and that a 
woman of refined nature who has ceased to love you, and is yet 
forced to live with you, is in consequence a thing worthless to 
you, and dishonoured in her own eyes. Besides, I ask no favour 
in such matters. I have no sympathy, as a general rule, with 
people who raise a howl because they have lost the affection of 
s * their wives or sweethearts, for they should have been able to 
' keep them. If any man could have cut me out, he was welcome 
^to do so, for he would have proved himself 4he better man, and 
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as for the lady, I would not have her without her heart. But I 
gather that was not quite the caso with Eva.” 

*• O no, indeed ; at least she said that she was wretched.” 

“Exactly as I thought. Well, now, you wilk % understand 
that it in rather hard. You see I did love her jdearly, and it is 
painful to think of this woman, whose love I won, and who by 
that divine right and by the law of nature should have been my 
wife, as forced into being tho wife of another man, however 
charming he may be; and I hope for her sake that ho is 
charming. In fact, it fills me with a sensation I cannot de- 
scribe.” 

“ Poor Ernest 1” 

“O no, don’t pity me. Everybody has his troubles— this is 
mine.” 

u O Ernest, but you havo been unfortunate, and now your 
sight has gone ; but perhaps Critchett or Couper would bo able 
to do something for that.” 

“ All the Oritchetts and Coupers in the world will never do 
anything for it, my dear. But you must remember that, where 
I only lost my sight, many others lost their lives, and it is sup- 
posed to be better to lose your sight than your life. Bosidt s, 
blindness has its advantages : it gives you so much more time 
to think, and it humbles you so. You can have no idea what 
it is like, Doll. Intense, everlasting blackness hedging you in 
like a wall, one long, long night, even when the sunlight is 
beating on your face ; and out of tho night, voicos and tho 
touching of hands, like the voices and the touchings of departed 
spirits. Your physical body is as helpless and as much at the 
mercy of the world as your spiritual body is in the hands of the 
Almighty. And things grow dim to you too : you begin to 
wonder what familiar faces and sights are like, as you wonder 
about the exact appearance of those who died m.'ftiy years ago, 
or of places you have not seen for years. All of which, my 
dear Doll, is very favourable to thought. When next you 
lie awake for five or six hours in the night, try to reckon all 
the things which occupy your brain ; then imagine such wakeful- 
ness and its accompanying thoughts extended over the period 
of your natural life, and you will get some idea oP tho deptl\ 
and breadth and height of total blindness.” 

His words struck her, and she did not know what to answer, 
so she only pressed his hand in token of her mute sympathy. •* 
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He understood her meaning ; the faculties of the blind are 
very quick. 

“ Do you know, Doll,” he said, “ coming back to you and to 
your gentle^rindness is like coming into the peace and quiet 
of a sheltered harbour after bearing the full brunt of the 
storm.” J ust then a cloud which had obscured the sun passed 
away, and its full light struck upon his face. “There,” he 
went on, 44 it is like that. It is like emerging into the sweet 
sunshine after riding for miles through the rain and mist. You 
bring peace with you, my dear. I have not felt such peace for 
years as I feel holding your hand to-day.” 

Al I am very glad, dear Ernest,” she answered ; and they 
walked on in silence. At that moment, a little girl, who was 
trundling a hoop down the gravel- path, stopped her hoop to 
look at the pair. She was very pretty, with large dark eyes ; 
but Dorothy noticed that she had a curious mark upon her 
forehead. Presently Dorothy saw her run back towards an 
extremely tall and graceful woman, who was sauntering along, 
followed at some distance by a nurse, with a baby in her arms, 
and turning occasionally to look at the beds of spring flowers, 
hyacinths and tulips, which bordered the path. 

• 41 0 mother I” sho heard the little girl call out in the clear 

voice of childhood, “ there is such a nice blind man ! He isn’t 
old and ugly, and he hasn’t a dog, and he doesn’t ask for pennies. 
Why is he blind if he hasn’t a dog, and doesn’t ask for pennies ?” 

Blindness, according to this little lady’s ideas, evidently 
sprang from the presence of a cur and an unsatisfied hunger for 
copper coin. Sometimes it does. 

The tall graceful lady looked up carelessly, saying, 44 Hush, 
dear !” She was quite close to them now, for they were walking 
towards each Qther, and Dorothy gave a great gasp, for before 
her stood Ecu Plowden / There was no doubt about it. She 
was paler and haughtier-looking than of yore ; but it was she. 
No one who had once seen her could mistake that queenly 
beauty. Certainly Dorothy could not mistake it. 

44 What is the matter, Doll ?” said Ernest carelessly. He was 
thinking of other things. 

14 Nothiftg ; I hurt myself.” 

\ They were quite close now. 

And Eva, too, looked at them, and she, too, saw the face she 
had never thought to see again. With all r ner eyes, and with 
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her lips parted as though to cry out, she gazed at the sight 
before her — slowly, slowly, takiug in all it meant. 

They were nearly level now. 

Then there leaped up into her eyes' and face— the eyes and 
face which a second before had been so calm and statue -like — 
a wild light of love, an intensity of passionate and jealous 
desire, such as is not often to be seen on the faces of women. 

“Ernest there, and Ernest blind, and being led by the hand 
of Dorothy, and looking happy with her ! How d ired she touch 
her love I How dared he look happy with her!” Those were 
the thoughts which flashed through her troubled mind. 

She made a step towards them, as though to address him, 
and the blind eyes fell upon her lovely face, and wandered over 
it It made her mad. His eyes were on her face, and yet he 
could not see her. O God ! 

Dorothy saw the motion, and, moved by an overmastering, 
instinct, throw herself between them in an attitude of pro- 
tection not unmixed with defiance. And so, for a second, their 
eyes flashing and their bourns heaving with emotion, the two 
women stood face to face, and the blind, pathetic eyes wandered, 
uneasily over both, feeling a presence they were unablo to 
define. 

It was a tragic, almost a dreadful scene. The passions it 
revealed were almost too intense for words, as.no brush can 
justly paint a landscape made vivid by the unnatural fierceness 
of the lightning. 

“ Well, Doll, why do you stop ?” he said impatiently. 

His voice broke the spell. Eva withdrew her arm, which 
was half outstretched, and touched her lips with her finger as 
though to enjoin silence. Then a deep misery spread itself over 
her flushed face, her head sank low, and she passed thence with 
rapid steps. Presently the nurse with the baby fallowed her, 
and Dorothy noticed vaguely that the child had als^ a mark 
upon its forehead. The whole thing had not taken forty seconds. 

“ Doll,” said Ernest, in a wild voice, and commencing to 
tremble, “ who was that passed us ?” 

41 A lady,” was the answer. 

“ A lady ; yes, I know that — what lady ?” 

“ I don't know — a lady with children.” 

It was a fib ; but she could not tell him then ; an instinct 
warned her not to d<? so. 
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“ O, it is strange, Doll, strange ; but, do you know, I felt 
just now as though Eva were very near me. Come, let us go 
. home !” 

J ust thet the cloud got over the sun again, and they walked 
home in the shadow. Apparently, too, all their talkativeness 
had gone the way of the sun. They had nothing to say. 


CHAPTER XXXIX. 

INTROSPECTIVE. 

Eva Plowden could scarcely be said to be a happy woman. 
A refined woman who has deliberately married one man when 
she loves another is not as a rule happy afterwards, unless, 
indeed, she is blessed, or cursed, with a singularly callous nature. 
But there are degrees and degrees of unhappiness. Such a fate 
as Eva’s would have killed Dorothy, and would have driven 
Florence, bad as Bhe might otherwise be, to suicide or madness. 
But with Eva herself ^ was not so ; she was not sufficiently 
finely strung to suffer thus. Hers was not a very happy life, 
and that was all about it. She had been most miserable ; but 
when the first burst of her misery had passed, like the raving 
storm that sometimes ushers in a wet December day, she had 
more or less reconciled herself— like a sensible woman — to her 
position. The day was always rather wet, it is true ; but still 
the sun peeped out now* and again, and if life was not exactly 
a joyous thing, it was at least endurable. 

And yet with it all she loved Ernest in her heart as much as 
ever ; his memory was inexpressibly dear to her, and her regrets 
were sometimes very bitter. On the whole, however, she had 
got over it' wonderfully — better than anybody who Could have 
witnesse't'her agony some years before, when Florence told her 
the whole truth immediately after the wedding, would have 
thought possible. The Sabine women, we are told, offered every 
reasonable resistance to their rape by the Romans, but before 
long gave the strongest proofs of reconciliation to their lot 
- There was something of the Sabine woman about Eva. Indeed, 
the contrast between her state of mind as regarded Ernest, and 
Ernest’s state of mind as regarded her, would make a curious 
* study. They each loved the other, and yetiiow different had the 
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results of that love been on the two natures! To Eva it had 
been and was a sorrow, sometimes a very real one ; to Ernest, 
the destruction of all that made life worth living. The contrast, 
indeed, was almost pitiable, it was so striking ; wide a gulf* 
was fixed between the two. The passion of the one was a 
wretched thing compared to the other. But both were real ; it 
was merely a difference of degree. If Eva’s affection was weak 
when measured by Ernest’s, it was because the soil in which it 
grew was poorer. She gave all she had to give. 

As for Mr. Plowden, he could not but feel that on the whole 
his matrimonial speculation had answered very well. He was 
honestly fond of his wife, and, as he had a right to bo, very 
proud of her. At times she was cold and capricious, and at 
times she was sarcastic ; but, take it altogether, she made him a 
good ajid serviceable wife, and lifted him up many pegs iu the 
social Beale. People saw that though Plowden was not a gentle- 
man, he had managed to marry a lady, and a very lovely lady 
too ; and he was tolerated, indeed to a certain extent courted, 
for the sake of his wife . 4 It was principally to attain this end 
that he had married her, so he had ev^ry reason to be satisfied 
with his bargain, and he was, besides, proud to be the legal 
owner of so handsome a creaturo. 

Eva often thought of her old ldver, though, except in the 
vaguest way, she had heard nothing of him for years. Indeed, 
she was, as it happened, thinking of him tenderly enough that 
very morning, when her little girl had called her attention to the 
“nice blind man.” And when Rlie at last, in a way which seemed 
to her little short of miraculous, set eyes again upon his face, all 
her smouldering passion broke into flame, and she felt that she 
still loved him with all her strength, such as it was. 

At that moment indeed she realised how great, how bitter, 
how complete was the mistake she had made, andVhat a beau- 
tiful thing life might have been for her if thin^^bad gone 
differently. But, remembering how things were , she bowed her 
head and passed on, for the time completely crushed. 

Presently, however, two points became clear in the confusion 
of her mind, taking shape and form as distinct and indisputable 
mental facts, and these were — first, that she was wilSly jealous 
of Dorothy ; second, that it was her fixed determination to see 
Ernest. She regretted now that she had been too overcome to 
go up and speak fc> him, for see him she must an$ would ; 
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indeed) her sick longing to look upon his face and hear his voice 
filled her with alarm. 

Eva reached her liome, after the meeting on the Hoe, just 
,before lunched n-time. Her husband was now acting as locum 
tenena for the rector of one of the Plymouth parishes. They 
had moved thus from place to place for years, waiting for the 
Kesterwick living to fall vacant, and Eva liked the roving life 
well enough — it diverted her thoughts. 

Presently she heard her husband enter, bringing somebody 
else with him, and summoned up the sweet smile for which she 
was remarkable to greet him. 

In another instant he was in the room, followed by a fresh- 
faced subaltern, whose appearance reminded her of the pictures 
of cherubs. Mr. Plowden had changed but little since we saw 
him last, with the exception that his hair was now streaked with 
gray, and the whole face rather stouter. Otherwise the cold 
gray eyes were as cold as ever, and the countenance of Plowden 
was what the countenance of Plowden had always been — power- 
ful, intelligent, and coarsc-looking. „ 

“ Let mo introduce my^friend Lieutenant Jasper to you, my 
dear,” he said, in his full strong voice, which was yet unpleasant 
‘to tlio ear. 44 Wc met at Captain Johnstone’s, and, as it is a 
long way to go to the barracks for lunch, I asked him to come 
and take pot-luck with us.” 

The cherubic Jasper had screwed an eyeglass into his round 
eye, and through it was contemplating Eva with astonished 
ecstasy ; but, like most very beautiful women, she was used to 
that sort of thing, and i t only amused her faintly. Mr. Plowden, 
too, was used to it, and took it as personal compliment. 

“ I am delighted,” she murmured, and held out her hand. 

The cherub f suddenly awaking to the fact, dropped his eye- 
glass, and, plvnging at the hand, seized it as a pike does a little 
fish, and sl'ook it with enthusiasm. 

Eva smiled again. 

44 Shall we go to lunch ?” she said sweetly ; and they went 
to lunch, she sailing down in front of them with the grace of a 
swan. * 

. At luncti itself the conversation flagged rather — that is, Mr. 
' Plowden talked with all the facility of an extemporary preacher ; 
the cherub gazed at this pale dark-eyed angel ; and Eva, fully 
occupied* with, her own thoughts, contributed a great many 
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appreciative smiles and a few random remarks. Just as they 
were, to her intense relief, nearing the conclusion of the meal, 
a messenger arrived to summon Mr. Pldwden to christen a 
dying baby. He got up at once, for he was punctilious in # 
the performance of his duties, and, making excuses to his guest, 
departed on his errand, thus forcing Eva to carry on the con- 
versation. 

44 Have you been in Plymouth long, Mr. Jasper ?”slio asked. 

The eyeglass dropped spasmodically. 

14 Plymouth ? O dear, no ; I only landed this morning.” 

44 Landed ? Indeed ! where from ? I did not know that any 
boat was in except tho Conway Castle.” 

“Well, I came by her, from tho Zulu War, you know. I 
was invalided home for fever.” 

Thfe cherub suddenly became intensely interesting to Eva, 
for it had struck her that Ernest must havo come from Africa. 

44 Indeed ! I hope you had a pleasar.t passago. It deponds 
so much on your fellow- passengers, does it not ?” 

“ O yes, we had a very nice lot of men on board, wounded 
officers mostly. There were a couple of very decent civilians, 
too — a giant of a fellow called Jones, and a blind baronet, Sir 
Ernest Kershaw.” 

Eva’s bosom heaved. 

44 1 once knew a Mr. Ern>t Kershaw ; I wonder if it is tho 
same ? He was tall, and had dark eyes.” 

41 That’s the man ; he only got his title a month or two ago. 
A melancholy sort of chap, I thought ; but then he can’t see 
now. That Jones is a wonderful fellow, though — could pull 
two heavy men up at once, as easily as you would lift a 
puppy-dog. Saw him do it myself. I knew them both out 
there.” - 

44 O ! Where did you meet them ?” \ 

44 Well, it was rather curious. I suppose you stoard of the 
great disaster at that place with an awful name. Well, I was 
at a beastly hole called Ilelp-Makaar, when a fellow came riding 
like anything from Korkes Drift, telling us what had happened, 
and that the Zulus were coming. So we all set to and worked 
like mad, and just as we had got the place a little Ifit for theqn, 
somebody shouted that he saw them coming. That was just as 
it was getting dark. I ran to the wall to look, and saw, not the 
Zulus, but a great f big fellow carrying a dead fellow in bis arm& 
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followed by a Kafir leading three horses. At least, I thought 
the fellow was dead, but he wasn’t — he had been struck by 
lightning. We let him in ; and such a sight as they were you 
never saw, s^Jl soaked with blood from top to toe !” 

“Ah ! And how did they come like that ?” 

“ They were the only survivors of a volunteer corps called 
Alston’s Horse. They killed all the Zulus that were attacking 
them, when the Zulus had killed everybody except them. Then 
they came away, and the blind follow — that is Sir Ernest — got 
struck in a storm ; fellows often do out there.” 

Eva put further questions, and listened with breathless in- 
terest to the story of Ernost’s and Jeremy’s wonderful escape, 
so far as the details were known to Mr. Jasper, quite regard- 
less of the pitiless lire that young gentleman was keeping on 
herself through his eyeglass. At last, reluctantly enough, he 
rose to go. 

“ I must be off now, Mrs. Plowden ; I want to go and call 
on Sir Ernest at the hotel. He lent me a Derringer pistol to 
practise at a bottle with, and I forget to give it back.” 

Eva turned the full battery of her beautiful eyes upon him. 
She saw that the young gentleman was struck, and determined 
to make us© of him. Women are unscrupulous when they have 
an end in view. 

“ I am so sorry you must go ; but I hope you will come and 
see me again, and tell me some more about the war and the 
battles.” 

“You are very kind,” he stammered. “I shall be de- 
lighted.” 

Ho did not think it necessary to add that ho had not had the 
luck to see a shot fired himself. Why should he ? 

“ By the way, if you are going to see Sir Ernest, do you 
think you cotfdd give him a private message from me ? I have 
a reason f/iV not wishing it to be overheard.” 

“ O yes, I daresay I can. Nothing would give me greater 
pleasure.” 

“ You are very good.” Another glance. “ Will you tell him 
that I wish he would take a fly and come to see me ? I shall 
tye in all this afternoon.” 

A pang of jealousy shot through the cherubic bosom, but he 
comforted himself with the reflection that a fine woman like 
\hat could not care for a “ blind fellow.” « 
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u O, certainly, I will try.” 

“ Thank you and she extended her hand. 

He took it, and, intoxicated by those superb eyes, ventured 
to press it tenderly. A mild wonder took possession of Eva's 
mind that anybody so very young could have developed such 
an astonishing amount of impudence, but she did not reseut 
the pressure. What did she care about having her hand 
squeezed when it was a question of seeing Ernest ? 

Poor deluded cherub ! J) v , ; , . . * 


CHAPTER XL. 

AFTER MANY DAYS. 

WmiiN an hour of the departure of Lieutenant Jasper, 
Eva heard a fly draw up at the door. Then carno an interval 
and the sound of two people walking up the steps, one of whom 
stumbled a good deal ; then a ring. 

“Is Mrs. Plowdon at home?” said a clear voice, the well- 
remembered tones of which sent the blcod to her head and then 
back to her heart with a rush. 

“Yes, sir.” 

“ O ! Wait here, flyman. Now, my good girl, I must ask 
you to give me your hand, for I am not in a condition to find 
my way about strange places.” 

Another pause, and the drawing- room door opened, and the 
maid came in leading Ernest, who wore a curious, drawn look 
upon his face. 

“ How do you do ?” she said, in a low voice, coming and 
taking him by the hand. “ That will do, Jane.” 

He did not speak till the door closed ; he only looked at her 
with those searching blind eyes. 

Thus they met again after many years. 

She led him to a sofa, and he sat down. 

/“Do not leave go of my hand,” he said quickly; “I have 
not yet got used to talking to people in the dark.” 

She sat down on the sofa beside him, feeling frightened and 
yet happy. For a while they reiqained silent ; apparently they 
could find nothing to say, and, after all, silence seemed most 
fitting. She had never thought to sit hand in hand with him 
again. She looked lit him ; there was no need for her to ke^s* 
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a guard over her loving glances, for he was blind. At length 
she broke the silence. 

41 Were you surprised to get my message ?” she asked gently. 

“ Yes ;*it was like getting a message from the dead. I 
never expected to see you again ; I thought that you had quite 
passed out of my life.” 

44 So you had forgotten me ?” 

41 Why do you say such a thing to me ? You must know, 
Eva, that it is impossible for me to forgot you ; I almost wish 
that it were possible. I meant that you had passed out of my 
outward life, for out of my mind you can never pass.’* 

Eva hung her head and was silent, and yet his words sent a 
thrill of happiness through her. So she had not quite lost him 
after it all. 

44 Listen, Eva,” Ernest went on, gathering himself 'together, 
and speaking sternly enough now, and with a strange sup- 
pressed energy that frightened her. “ How you came to do 
what you have done you best know.” 

“ It is done ; do not let us speak of it. I was not altogether 
to blame,” she broke in. 

14 1 was not going to speak of it. But I was goin" to say 
this, now while I have the chance, because time is short, and I 
think it right that you should know the truth. I was going to 
tell you first that for what you have done I freely forgive 
you.” 

“O Ernest 1” 

“ It is, 7 he went on, not heeding her , (t a question that you 
can settle with your conscience and your God. But I wish to 
tell you what it is that you have done. You have wrecked my 
life, and made it an unhappy thing ; you have taken that from 
me which I can never have to give again ; you have embittered 
my mind, afad driven me to sins of which I ahouldnot otherwise 
have drcAfced. I loved you, and you gave me proofs which I 
could not doubt that I had won your love. You let me love 
you, and then when the hour of trial came you deserted and 
morally destroyed me, and the great and holy affection that 
should have been the blessing of my life has become its curse.” 

. Eva covered her face with her hands and sat silent. 

“ You do not answer me, Eva,” he said presently, with a 
little laugh. “ Perhaps you find what I have to say difficult to 
^tpwer, or perhaps you think I am taking liberty.” 
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“ You are very hard,” she said, in a low voice. 

“ Had you not better wait till I have done before you call 
mo hard ? If I wished to be hard, 1 should tell you that I no 
longer cared for you, that my prevailing feeling towards you 
was one of contempt. It would, perhaps, mortify ydu to think , 
that I had shaken olf such heavy chains. But it is not tho 
truth, Eva. I love you now, passionately as ever, as I always 
have loved you, as I always shall love you. I hope for nothing, 

I ask for nothiug ; in this business it has always been my part 
to give, not to receive. I despise myself for it, but so it is.” 

She laid her hand upon his shoulder. “ Spare ine, Ernest,” 
she whispered. 

“I have very little more to say, only this : I believe all this 
I have given you has not been given uselessly. I believe that 
tie love of the flesh will die with the flesh. But my love for 
,\ou has* been something more and higher than that, or how 
lias it lived without hope, and in spite of its dishonour, through 
so many years ? It is of the spirit, and I believe that its 
life will be like that of the spirit, unending, and that when 
this hateful life is done with I shall in some way reap its fruits 
with you.” 

“ Why do you believe that, Ernest ?” 

“Why do I believe it? I cannot tell you. Perhaps it is 
nothiug but the mocking fantasy of a mind broken down with 
brooding on its grief. In trouble we grow towards the light 
like a plant in the dark, you know. As a crushed flower smells,' 
sweet, so all that is most beautiful and aspiring in human\ 
nature is called into life when God lays His heavy hand upon us. ] 
Heaven is sorrow’s sole ambition. No, Eva, I do not know why 
I believe it — certainly you have given me no grounds for faith 
—but I do believe it, and it comforts mo. By the way, how 
did you know that I was here ?” 

“ I passed vou on the Hoe this morning walking with 
Dorothy.” , 

Ernest started. “I felt you pa*s” he said, “and asked 
Dorothy who it was. She said she did npt know.” 

“ She knew, but I made a sign to her not to say.” 

t; o r * # 

“ Ernest, will you promise me something V” asked Eva wildly. • 

“ What is it ?” 

“ Nothing. I have changed my mird — nothing at all.” 

* * u 
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The promise that she was about to ask was that he would 
not marry Dorothy, but her better nature rose in rebellion 
ugaiust it. Then they talked awhile of Ernest’s life abroad* 

“ Well,” said Ernest, rising af ier a pause, “ good-bye, Eva.” 

“ It is a very cruel word,” she murmured. 

“ Yes, it is cruel, but not more cruel than the rest.” 

M It has been a happiness to see you, Ernest.” 

He shrugged his shoulders as ho answered, “lias it? For 
myself I am not sure if it lias been a happiness or a misery. I 
must have a yoar or two of quiet and darkness to think it over 
before I make up mind. Will you kindly ring the boll for the 
servant to take mo away ?'* 

Half unconsciously she obeyed him, and then she came and 
took his hand and looked with all her eyes and all her soul into 
his face. It was fortunate that he could not see her. 

“O Ernest, you are blind !” she said, scarcely knowing what 
she said. 

He laughed— a hard little laugh. “ Yes^ Eva, I am as blind 
now. as you .hayo beou always*” 

“Ernest! Ernest I how can I live without seeing you? 1 
love you /” and sho fell into liis arms. 

. Ho kissed her once — twice, and then somehow, lie never knew 

how, found tho strength to put her from him. Perhaps it was 
because ho heard the servant coming. 

Next moment the servant came and led him away. 

As {*' ju as ho was gone Eva flung herself on to the sofa, and 
sobbed as though her heart would break. 

When Dorothy saw a fresh-faced young officer, who had 
come up to see Ernest, mysteriously lead him aside, and 
whisper something in bis oar which cause*! him to turn first red 
and then white, she, being a shrewd observer, thought it curious. 
But when lirnest asked her to ring the bell and then ordered a 
fly to boibrought round at once, the idea of Eva at once flashed 
into her mind. She and no other must be at the bottom of this 
mystery. Presently the fly was announced, and Ernest went off 
without a word, leaving her to the tender mercies of the cherub, 
who was contemplating her with his round eye as he had con- 
templated Eva, and finding her also* charming. It must be 
remembered that he had but just returned from South Africa, 

, and was prepared, fault de mieux, to fall in love with an apple- 

x 
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woman. How much more, then, would he succumb to the 
charms of the stately Eva and the extremely fascinating 
Dorothy ! It was some time before the latter could get rid of 
him and his eyeglass. On an ordinary occasion she would have 
been glad enough to entertain him, for Dorothy ^iked a little* 
male society ; and tho cherub, though he did look so painfully, 
young, was not half a bad fellow, and after all his whole soul 
was in his eyeglass, and his staring was meant to be compli- 
mentary. But just now she had a purposo iu her little head, 
and was heartily glad when he departed to reflect over the rival 
attractions of tho two charmers. 

It was very evident to Dorothy, who was always strictly 
practical, that to keep Eva and Ernest in the same town was 
} to hold dry tow to a lighted match over a barrel of gunpowder. 
She only hoped that he might come back now without having 
put Ins foot into it. 

“ O, what fools men are I” she said to herself, with a stamp ; 
u a pretty lace and a pair of bright eyes, and they count the 
world well lost for them. Bah ! if it had been a plain woman 
who played Ernest that trick, would he bo found dangling about 
after her now ? Not he. But with her, .she has only to say a 
soft word or two, and he will be at her feet, 1 11 be bound. L 
am ashamed of them both.’* 

Meanwhile she was putting on her bonnet, which was a 
very favourite time with her for meditation, having already 
made up her mind as to her course of action. Ernest had 
authorised her to make arrangements for an interview with an 
oculist. She proceeded to maka those arrangements by tele- 
gram, wiring to a celebrated surgeon to know if he could 
make an appointment for the following afternoon. Then she 
took a walk by herself to think things over. In an hour she 
returned, to find Ernest in the sit ting- room, looking ex- 
xremely shaken and depressed. 

14 You have been to seb Eva,’ 1 she said. 

“Yes/’ he answered. 

Just then there was a knock at the door, and the servant 
brought in a telegram. It was from the oculist. He would be 
glad to see Sir Ernest Kershaw at four o’clock on Jbo follow- 
ing afternoon. 

“I have made an appointment for you with an eye-doetor 9 

Ernest, at four o’clock to-morrow.” . . 

* • 
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“ To-morrow !” he said. 

11 Yes. The sooner you get your eyes looked to the better.” 

He sighed. “ What is the good ? However, I will go.” 

And so next morning they all took the express, and at the 
appointed time Ernest found himself in the skilful hands of tho 
oculist. But though an oculist can mend the sight, he cannot 
make it. 

“I can do nothing for you, Sir Ernest,” he said, after an 
exhaustive examination. “ Your eyes will remain a9 they are, 
but you must always be blind.” 

Ernest took the news with composure. 

“I thought as much,” he said ; but Dorothy put her hand- 
kerchief to her face and wept secretly. 

Next morning he went with Jeremy to see Messrs Paisley 
& Paisley, and told them to try and let Arclidale Hall, and to 
lock up the numerous and valuable heirlooms, as unfortunately 
lie was unable to see them. Then they went on homo to Bum's 
Ness, and that night Ernest lay awake in tho room where he 
had slept for so many years in the boyhood which now seemed 
so dim and remote, and listened to the stormy wind raving 
round tho house, and thought with an aching heart of Eva, but 
was thankful that lie had bid her farewell, and w'ondered if he 
could find tho strength to keep away from her. 

And Eva, liis lost love, she too lay by the sea and listened 
to the wind, and thought on him. There she lay in her beauty, 
seeking the sleep that would not settle round her. She could 
not sleep ; sweet sleep does not come readily to such as her. 
For her and those like her are vain regrets and an empty love 
and longing, and the wreath of thorns that crowns the brow 
where sorrow sits enthroned. 

Yet, Eva, lift up that fevered head, and turn those stream- 
ing eyes to .heaven. See, through the casement, high above the 
tumult of the storm, there gleams a star. For you, too, there 
shines a* star called Hope, but it is set in no earthly sky. Have 
patience, wayward heart, there is but a space of trouble. As 
you suffer, so have millions suffered, and, behold ! they are at 
peace ; so shall millions suffer : 

“Whil£ thou, that once didst make the place thou stoodst 
in lovely, slialt lie still, 

Thy form departed, and thy face remembered not m good 
or 0 1 ” 
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For of this we may be sure — if suffering be not the u idest 
gate of heaven, then heaven has no gates. Yes, unhappy woman, 
stretch out those perfect arms in supplication to the God of 
sorrows for strength to bear your load, for here it shall not be 
lightened. The burdens which Providence straps on our backs, * 
Providence will sometimes lessen, but those which our own folly 
fastens remain till death deliver us. 

So, Eva, dry your tears, for they can avail you naught, and 
go get you to your daily task — go tend your children and smile 
that sweet sad smile on all alike, and wait . 


CHAPTER XLI. 

HOME AO AIN. 

It was very peaceful, that life at Kestenviek, afler all the 
fierce racket and excitement of the past yeais. Indeed, as day 
succeeded day, and brought nothing to disturb his darkness but 
the sound of Dorothy's gentle voice, and the scent of the flowers 
on the marshes when the wind blow towards the ocean, and tho 
sharp strong odour of the sea when it set upon tho land, Ernest . 
could almost fancy that the past was nothing but a dream more 
or less ugly, and that this was a dream inure or less pleasant, 
from which he should presently wake up and iiud himself a boy 
again. 

English villages change but little. Now and again a person 
dies, and pretty frequently some one is born ; but, on the whole, 
the tide of time creeps on very imperceptibly, and though in the 
course of nature the entire population Ls changed every sixty 
years or so, nobody seems to realise that it is changing. There 
is so little in such places to mark the change by. The same 
church-tower makes a landmark to the eye as it did centuries 
ago to the eyes of our ancestors, and the same cknyls sweep 
across the same blue space above it. There are tho same old 
houses, the same streams, and, above all, the same roads and 
lanes. If you could put one of our Saxon forefathers down in 
the neighbourhood of most of our country towns, he would have 
little difficulty in finding his way about. It is the men who' 
change, not the places. 

Still there were jjoiue few changes at K ester wick. Here and 
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there the sea had taken another bite out of the cliff, notably on 
the north side of Dum’s Ness, out of which a large slice had 
gone, thus bringing the water considerably nearer to the house. 
Here and th^re a tree, too, had been cut down, or a cottage 
‘built, or a family changed its residence. For instance, Miss 
Florence Ciswick had suddenly shut up the Cottage, where she 
had remained, seeing nothing of her sister or her sister’s hus- 
band, ever since Eva’s marriage, and had gone abroad — people 
said to Rome, to study art. For Florence had suddenly elec- 
trified the Iv ester wick neighbourhood by appearing as an artist 
of tragic fom> and gruesome imagination. A large picture by 
her hand hair been exhibited in the Royal Academy of the pre- 
vious year, and, though the colouring was somewhat crude, made 
a great aud deserved sensation, and finally sold for a consider- 
able sum. 

It represented a promontory of land running out far into a 
stormy ocean. The sky above the sea was of an inky blackness, 
except where a fierce ray of light from a setting sun pierced it, 
and impinged upon the boiling waters which surged round the 
low cliff of the promontory. On the extreme edge of the cliff 
stood a tall and lovely woman. The wind caught the white 
robe she wore and pressed it against her, revealing the extraor- 
dinary beauty of her form, and lifting her long fair locks, tossed 
them in wild confusion. She was bending forward, pointing 
with her right hand at the water, with such a look of ghastly 
agony upon her beautiful face and iu the great gray eyes, that 
people of impressionable temperament were wont to declare 
that it haunted their sleep for weeks. Down below her, just 
where the fierce ray lit up tho heaving waters, gleamed a naked 
corpse. It was that of a young man, and was slowly sinking 
into the unfathomable darkness of the depths, turning round 
and round as it sank. The eyes and mouth were wide open, and 
the stare of the former appeared to bo fixed upon those of the 
woman oi> the cliff. Lastly, over the corpse, in tho storm- 
wreaths above their heads, there hovered on steady wings a dim 
female figure, with its arm thrown across the face as though to 
hide it. This picture was called in the catalogue “ The Lost 
Lover," but speculation was rife as to what it meant. 

Dorothy heard of it, and went to London to see it. The 
first thing that struck her about the work was the extraordinary 

contrast it presented to the commonplace canvases of reapers, 
** 
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little girls frisking with baa-lambs, and nude young women 
musing profoundly on the edge of pools, as though tlmy were 
trying to solve the great question — to wash or not to wash- — by 
which it was surrounded. But presently tho weird horror of 
the picture laid hold upon her, and seemed to fascinate her, a*t 
it had so many others. Then she became aware that the faces 
wore familiar to her, and suddenly it broke upon her mind that 
the sinking corpse was Ernest, and tho agonised woman Eva. 
Sho examined the faces more attentively. There was no doubt 
about it. Florence had, with consummate art, changed tho 
colouring of the hair and features, and even to a groat extent 
altered the features themselves ; but *he had perfectly piescrvcd 
the likeness, both upon tho dead face of the murdered man, 
and in the horror- inspired eyes of his lover. The picture mado 
her sick with fiar — she could not tell why— and alio hurried 
from Burlington House full of dread of the terrible mind that 
had conceived it. 

There had been no intercourse between the two women 
since Eva’s marriage. Florence lived quite alone at the Cottage, 
and never went out anywhere ; and if they met by any chance, 
they passed with a bow. But for all that, it was a relief to 
Dorothy to hear that she was not for some long time to see that 
stern face with its piercing blown eyes. 

In JJum’s Ness itself there appeared to be no change at all. 
Except that Mr. Cardus had built a new orcliid-houso at tho 
back — for as ho grew older his mania for orchids increased 
rather than diminished— the place was exactly the Raine. Even 
the arrangement of the sitting-room was unchanged, and on its 
familiar bracket rested the case which Jeremy had made con- 
taining the witch’s head. 

The people in the house had to all appearance changed as 
little as the house itself. Jeremy confided to Ernest that Doll 
had grown rather tubby,” which was his elegant way of indi- 
cating that she had developed a very pretty little figure, and 
that Grice (the old housekeeper) was as skinny as a Hayed 
weasel, and had eyes like the point of a knife. Ernest mali- 
ciously repeated theeo sayings to the two ladies concerned, with 
tho result that they were both furious. Thon he retreated, and 
left them to settle it with Jeremy. 

Old Atterlcigh, too, was almost exactly the same, except that 
of late years his intellect seemed to have brightened a little. It 
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was, however, difficult to make him understand that Ernest was 
blind, because the latter’s eyes looked all right. He retained 
some recollection of him, and brought him his notched stick to 
show him that, according to his (“ hard-riding Atterleigh’s ”) 
calculation, *his time of service with the devil, otherwise Mr. 
Cardus, would expire in a few months. Dorothy read what the 
old man wrote upon his slate, and repeated it to Ernest ; for, ho 
being practically dumb and Ernest being blind, that was the 
only way in which they could communicate. 

“And what will you do then?” asked Ernest. “You will 
be wretched without any writs to fill up. Who will look after 
the lost souls, I should like to know ?” 

The old mail at once wroto vigorously on his slate : 

“ I shall go out hunting on the big black horse you brought 
with you ; he will carry my weight.” 

“ I should advise you not to try,” said Ernest, laughing ; “ he 
docs not like strange riders.” Eut the old man, at the mere 
thought of hunting, was striding up and down the room, clanking 
his spurs and waving his hunting crop with his uninjured avm. 

'“Is your grandfather as much afraid of ray uncle as ever, 
Doll?” 

, “ O yes, I think so ; and do you know, Ernest, I don’t quite 

like the way ho looks at him sometimes.” 

Ernest laughed. “ J should think that the old boy is harm* 
less enough,” he said. 

“ I hope so,” said Dorothy. 

When first they got back to Dum’s Ness, Jeremy was at a 
great loss to know what to do with himself, and was haunted 
by the idea that Mr. Cardus would want him to resume that 
stool in his office which years before he had quitted to go in 
search of Ernest. A week or so after his arrival, however, his 
fears were very pleasantly set at rest. After breakfast, Mi. 
Cardus sent for him to come into his offioe. 

- “ Well, Jeremy,” he said, letting his soft black eyes wander 
round tnat young gentleman’s gigantic form — for it was by now 
painfully large— not so much in height — for ho was not six 
foot three — as in its great width, which made big men look like 
children beside him, and oven dwarfed his old grandfather's 
enormous frame — “ well, Jeremy, aud what do yon think of 
doing ? You are too big for a lawyer ; all your clients would 
be afraid of you.” 4 
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41 1 don’t know about being too big,” said Jeremy solemnly, 

' 4 but I know that I am too great an ass. Besides, I can’t ' 
afford to spend several years in being articled at my time of 
life.” / 

44 Quite so. Then what do you propose doing ?” # 

“ I don’t know from Adam.” 

“ Well, how would you like to turn your sword to a plough- 
share, and become a, farmer V” 

“I think that would suit me first-rate. I have a little 
capital laid by. Ernest and I made a little money out there.” 

“No, I would not advise you to take a farm in that way ; 
these are bad times. But I want a practical man to look after 
my land round here — salary 1501. What do you say ?” 

44 You are very kind ; but I doubt if I can boss that coach ; 

I don’t know anything of the work.” 

“(), you will very soon learn; there is a capital bailiff, 
Stamp— you remember him— ho will soon put you up to the 
t ;pes. So we will consider that settled.” 

Thus it was that our friend Jeremy entered on a new walk 
in life, and one which suited him very well. In less than a 
year’s time he grew aggressively agricultural, and ono never met 
dm but what he had a handful of oats or a mangel-wurzel in # 
•is coat-tail pocket, which he was ready to swear were samples 
f the finest oats, mangel-wurzel, or whatever the particular 
gricultural product might be that ever had been, or were ever 
ukely to be, grown. 


CHAPTER XLIL 

1I0W IT ALI, CAME ABOUT. 

How did it all come about ? 

]>* v.s try and discover. Dorothy and Ernest wer^Ugether 
all day long. They only separated when Mazooku came to lead 
the latter off to bed. At breakfast-time he led him back again, 
and handed him over to Dorothy for the day. Not that our 
Zulu friend liked this ; he did not like it at all. It was, he con- 
sidered, his business to lead his master about, and not that of 
the “ Rosebud ” who was, as he discovered, after all nothing but 
a girl connected wijh his master neither by birth nor marriage. 
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And on this point there finally arose a difference of opinion 
between tlio Rosebud and Mazooku. 

The latjer was leading Ernest for his morning walk, when 
, Dorothy, perceiving it, and being very jealous of what she con- 
sidered her rights, sallied out and took his hand from the great 
Zulu’s. Then did Mazooku’s long- pent indignation break forth. 

“O Rosebud, s^eet and small Rosebud!” he commenced, 
addressing her in Zulu, of which, needless to say, she understood 
not one word, “ why do you come and take iny father's hand 
out of my hand V Is not my father blind, and am I not his 
dog, his old dog, to lead him in his blindness ? "Why do you 
take his bone from a dog ?” 

“ What is tbo man saving?” asked Dorothy. 

“ lie is oftuded because you come to lead me ; ho says that 
he is iuy dog, and that you snatch bis bone from him. A pretty 
sort of bone, indeed !” he added. 

*• Tell him,” said Dorothy, “ that hero in this country I hold 
your hand. What does he want ? Is he not .always with you ? 
Dot s lie not r»lecp across your door ? What more does ho want ?” 

Ernest translated her reply. 

“ Ow I” said the Zulu, with a grunt of dissatisfaction. 

l * He is a faithful fellow, Doll, and has stood by me for many 
years ; you must not vex him.” 

But Dorothy, after the manner of loving women, was tena- 
cious of what she considered her rights. 

“ Tell him that he can walk in front,” she said, putting on 
an obstinate little look— and she could look obstinate when sho 
liked. 

Ernest translated again (for the Zulu vowed that he could 
never understand Dorothy’s English), and Mazooku accepted 
the compromise. Thus for a while the difference was patched up. 

Sometimes Dorothy and Ernest would go out riding to- 
gether ; for, blind as hq was, Ernest could not be persuaded 
to giao up his riding. It was a pretty sight to see them ; 
Ernest mounted on his towering black stallion “ The Devil,” 
which in his hands was as gentle as a lamb, but with everybody 
else fully justified his appellation, and Dorothy on a cream- 
- coloured cob Mr. Caidus had given her, holding in her right hand 
a steel guiding-rein linked to The Devil’s bit. In this way they 
would wander all over the country-side, and sometimes, when a 
good piece of turf presented itself, even venture on a Bharp 
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canter. Behind them as groom rode Mazooku, mounted on a 
stout pony, with his feet stuck, Zulu fashion, well out .at right- 
angles to his animal's side. 

They were a straugb trio. * 

And so from week's end to weok’s end Dorothy was over by * 
Ernest’s side, reading to him, writing for him, walking aud riding 
with him, weavin g h erself in to .the substance of his life. 

And at last there camo one sunny August day, when they 
were sitting together in the shade of the chancel of Tifcheburgh 
Abbey. It was a favourite spot of theirs, for the gray old walls 
sheltered them from the glare of the sun and the breath of the 
winds. It was a spot, too, rich in memories of the dead past, 
aud a pleasant place to sit. 

Through the gaping window-places came the murmur of the 
ocean and the warmth of the harvest sunshine ; and gazing out 
by the cliancel doorway, Dorothy could see the long lights of the 
afternoon dance and sparkle on the emerald waves. 

She had been reading to him, and the book lay idle on her 
knees as she gazed dreamily at those lights and shadows, a sweet 
picture of pensive womanhood. He too had relapsed into silence, 
and was evidently thinking deeply. 

Presently she roused herself. 

“ Well, Ernest,” she said, “what are you thinking about? 
You are as dull as — as the dullest thing in the world, whatever 
that may bo. What is tho dullest thing in the world ?” 

“ I don’t know/’ he answered, awakening. “Yes, I think I 
do ; au American novel.” 

“ Yes, that is a good definition. You are as dull as an Ameri- 
can novel.” 

“ It is unkind of you to say so, Dull, my dear. I was think- 
ing of something, Doll.” 

She made a little face, which of course he could not see, aud 
answered quickly : 

“You generally are thinking of something. You g ^orally 
are ihinking of— Eva, except when you are asleep, aud then you 
are dreaming of her.” 

Ernest coloured up. 

“ Yes,” he said, “ it is true, fthe is often more or less in my > 
mind. It is my misfortune, Doll, not my fault. You see, I do 
not do things by halves.” 

Dorothy bit her lip. 
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“ She Bhould be vastly flattered, I am sure. Pew women can 
boast of having inspired such affection in a man. I suppose it 
is because she treated you so badly. Dogs love the hand that 
whips thei'k You are a curious character, Ernest. Not many 
men would give so much to one who has returned so little.” 

“ So much the better for them. If I had a son, I think that 
I should teach him to make love to all women, and to use their 
affection as a means of amusement and self -advancement, but to 
fall in love with none.” 

tl That is one of your bitter remarks, for which I suppose we 
must thank Eva. You are always making them now. Let me 
tell you that there are good women in the world ; yes, and 
honest, faithful women, who, when they have given their heart, 
are true to their choice, and would not do it violence to bo made- 
Queen of England. But you men do not go the right way to 
find them. You think of nothing but beauty, and never take 
the trouble to learn the hearts of tho sweet girls who grow like 
daisies in the grass all round you, but who do not happen to have 
great melting eyes or a splendid bust. You trt ad them under- 
foot, and if they were not so humble they would be crushed, as 
you rush off and try to pick the rose ; and then you prick yonr 
lingers and cry out, and tell all the daisies how shamefully the 
rose has treated you.” 

Ernest laughed, and Dorothy w’ent on: 

“ Yes, it is an unjust world. Let a woman hut be beautiful 
and everything is at her feet, for you men ore despicable crea- 
tures, and care for little except what is pleasant to the senses 
On the other hand, let her be plain, or only ordinary-looking — 
for the fate of most of us is just to escape beiug ugly — and you 
pay os much regard to her as you do to the chairs you sit on. And 
yet, strange as it may seem to you probably, she has her feelings, 
and her capacities for high affection, and her imaginative power, 
all workiug vigorously behind her plain little face. Probably, 
too, sh<j is better than your beauty. Nature does not give every- 
thing* ; when she endows a woman with perfect loveliness, she 
robs her either of her heart or her biains. But you men don't 
see that, because you won't look ; so in course of time all the fine 
possibilities in Miss Plainface wither up, and she becomes a 
disappointed old maid, while my Lady Beauty pursues her career 
of selfishness and mischief-making, till at last she withers up 
f too ; that's one comfort ” 
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Ernest had been listening with great amusement to Dorothy’s 
views. Go had no idea that she took 6uch matters into her 
shrewd consideration. 

“ I heard a girl say the other day that, on thfr/vkole, most 
women preferred to become old maids,” he said. f 

“Then she told fibs ; they don’t. It isn’t natural that .they 
should — that is, if they care for anybody. Just think, there are 
more than ten hundred thousand of our charming sisterhood in 
these islands, and more women being born every day ! Ten 
hundred thousand restless, unoccupied, disgusted, loveless women! 
It is simply awful to think of. I wonder they don’t breed & 
revolution. If they were all beautiful, they would.” 

He laughed again. 

u Do you know what remedy Mazooku would apply to this 
state of affairs ?” 

“ rfo." 

“ The instant adoption of polygamy. There are no unmarried 
women among the patal Zulus, and they as a class are extremely 
happy.” 

Dorothy shook her head. 

“ It wouldn’t do here ; it would be too expensive.” 

“I say, Doll, you spoke just now of our ‘ charming Bister-* 
hood * ; you are rather young to consider yourself an old maid. 
Do’you want to become one ?” 

“ Yes,” she said sharply. 

“ Then you don’t care for anybody, eh V” 

She blushed up furiously. 

“ What business is that of yours, I should like to know ?” 
she answered. 

“ Well, Doll, not much. But will you be angry with me if 
I say something ?” 

“ I suppose you can say what you like.” 

“Yes ; but will you listen?” 

“ If you speak I cannot help hearing.” ^ 

“ Well, then, Doll— now don’t be angry, dear.” 

“ O Ernest, how you aggravate me ! Can’t you get it out 
and have done with it ?” 

“All right, Doll, I'll steam straight ahead this time. It is 
this. I have sometimes lately been vain enough to think that 
you cared a little about me, Doll, although I am as blind as a 
bat I want to ask you if it is true. You must tell me plain)| 
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Doll, because I cannot see your eyes to learn the truth from 
them.” 

She turned quite pale at his words, and her eyes rested upon 
his blind ^jbs with a look of unutterable tenderness.* So it had 
come at last. 

“Why do you ask me that question, Ernest? Whether or 
no I care for you, I am very sure that you do not care for me.” 

“ You are not quite right there, Doll, but I will tell you why 
I ask it ; it is not out of! mere curiosity. 

“ You know all the history of my life, Doll, or at least most 
of it. You know how I loved Eva, and gave her all that a 
foolish youngster can give to a weak woman— gave it in such a 
way that I can never have it back again. Well, she deserted 
me; I have lost her. The best happiness of my life has been 
wrecked beyond redemption ; that is a fact that must be 
accepted as much as the fact of my blindness. I am pnysically 
and morally crippled, and certainly in no fit state to ask a woman 
to marry me on the ground of my personal advantages. But if, 
my dear Doll, you should, as 1 have sometimes thought, happen 
to care about anything so worthless, then, you see, the affair 
assumes a different aspect.” 

14 1 don’t quite understand you. What do you mean ?” slio 
said, in a low voice. 

“ I mean that in that case I will ask you if you will take me 
for a husband.” 

“ You do not love me, Ernest ; I should weary you.” 

He felt for her hand, found it, and took it in hjs own. She 
made no resistance. 

“ Dear,” he said, “ it is this way : I can never give you that 
passion I have given Eva, because, thank G od, j£he human heart 
can give birth to it but once in a life ; but I can and will give 
you a husband’s tenderest love. You are very dear to me, Doll, 
though it is not in the same way that Eva is dear. I havo 
al way^Joved you as a sister, and I think that I should make you 
^ a gdod husband. But, before you answer me, I want you to 
thoroughly understand about Eva. Whether I marry or not, I 
fear that I shall never be able to shako her out of my mind. At 
one timo.1 thought that perhaps if I made love to other women 
I might be able to do so, on the principle that one n%ij._driv€>s ^ 
out another But it was a failure ; for a month or two I got 
EKe better of my thoughts, then they would get the better of mo 
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again. Besides, to tell you the truth. I am not quite sure that 
I wish to do so. My trouble about this woman Ins hero me a 
part of myself. It is, as I told you, ray * evil destiny, 1 and goes 
where I go. And now, dear Doll, you will see why Iiiskcd you 
if you really eared for mo before I asked you to noflry me. If 
you do not care for me, then it will clearly not b : worth your 
while to marry me, for I am about as poor a catch as a man 
can well bo ; if you do — -well, then it is a matter for your con- 
sideration.” 

She paused a while and answered : 

“ Suppose that the positions were reversed, Ernest ; at least, 
suppose this: suppose that you had loved your Eva all your 
life, but she had not loved you except as a brother, having 
given her heart to some other man, who was, say, married to 
somebody else, or in some way separated from her. Well, sup- 
posing Chat this man died, and that one day Eva came to you 
and said, ‘Ernest, my dear, I cannot love you as 1 loved him " 
who has gone, and whom I one day hope to rejoin in heaven ; but 
*£ you wish it, and it will make you tho happier, I will be your 
true aud tender wife, and tho mother of your children.’ What 
should you answer her, Ernest ?” 

“Answer? why, I suppose that I should take her at her 
word, and be thankful. Why, to hear her voice day by day 
would in itself bo a happiness. Yes, I think that I should take 
her at her word.” 

“ And so, dear Ernest, do I take you at your word ; for as it 
is with you about Eva, so it is with me about you. As a child I 
loved you ; ’ever since I' have been a woman I have loved you 
more and more, even through all those cold years of absence. 
And when you camo back, ah, then it was to mo as it would 
be to you if yon suddenly onco more saw the light of day. 
Ernest, Try beloved, you are all my life to me, and I take you 
at your woa£ v *y dear. I will he your wife.” 

He stretcbcu ">ut his arms, found her, drew her to him, and 
kissed her on the lips. 

“ Doll, I don’t deserve that you should love me so ; it makes 
mo feel ashamed that I have not more to give you in return.” ^ 

“ Ernest, you will give me all you can ; I mean to make you 
grow very fond of me. Perhaps one day you wifi give me- 
everything.” 

He hesitated a little while before he spoke again. 
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“ Doll/’ he said, “ you^are quite sure that you do not mind 
about Eva V 

“ My dear Ernest, I accept Eva as a fact, and make the best 
of her, jtibt as I should if I wanted to marry a man with a 
. monomanSt that he was Henry VIII.” 

“Doll, you know I call her my evil destiny. The fact is, I 
am afraid of her ; she overpowers my reason. Well, now, Doll, 
what I am driving at is this : supposing— not that I think she 
will— that she were to crop up again, and take it into her head 
to try and make a fool of me ! She might succeed, Doll.” 

“ Ernest, will you promise me something on your honour ?* 

“Yes, dear.” 

“Promise me that you will hide from me nothing that 
passes between Eva and yourself, if anything ever should pass, 
and that in this matter you will always consider mo not in the 
light of a wife, but of a trusted friend.” 

“ Why do you ask me to promise that?” 

“ Because then I shall, I hope, be ablo to keep you both out 
of trouble. You are not lit to look after yourselves, either of 
you.” 

“I promise. And now, Doll, there is one more thing. It 
b is somehow fixed in my mind that my fate and that woman's 
are intertwined. I believe that what we are now passing through 
is but a single phase of interwoven existence ; that we have, 
perhaps, already passed through many stages, and that many 
higher stages .and developments await us. Of course, it may be 
fantasy, but at any rate I behove it. Tli*. quest iou is, do you 
care to link your life with that of a man who holds such a 
belief?” 

“ Ernest, I daresay your belief is a true one, at any rate 
for you who believe it, for it seems probable that as we sow 
so shall we reap, as we spiritually imagine so shall we spiritually 
inherit, since causes must in time produce effects. These 
beliefs c^e not implanted in our hearts for nothing, and surely 
in tlnf wide heavens there is room for the realisation of them 
all. But I too have my beliefs, and one of them is, that in 
God’s great Hereafter every loving and dosiring soul will be 
with the sqnl thus loved and desired. For him or her, at any 
rate, the other will be there, forming a part of his or her life, 
though, porhaps, it may elsewhere and .with others also be pur- 
suing its own desires and satisfying its own aspirations. So 
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you see, Ernest, your beliefs will not interfere with mine^% ^£ 
shall I be afraid of losing you in another place. ' ^ 

“ And now, Ernest, my heart’s love, take my hand, and let 
me lead you home ; take my hand, as yon have taken my heart, 
and never leave go of it again till at last I die.” i 

And so hand in hand they went home together, through the 
lights and shadows of tho twilight 


CHAPTER XLIH. 

MAZOOKU’S FAREWELL. 

Dorotiiy and Ernest got back to Dum’s Ness just in time 
to dress for dinner, for since Ernest and Jeremy had come back, 
Dorothy "whose will in that house was law, had instituted late 
dinner. The dinner passed over as usual, Dorothy sitting be- 
t ween Ernest and her grandfather, and attending to the wants 
<>£ those two unfortunates, both of whom would have found it 
;ather difficult to get through their meal without her gentle, 
anobtmsivo help. But when dinner was over and tho cloth 
removed, and Grice had placed the wine upon the table and 
withdrawn, an unusual thing happened. 

Ernest asked Dorothy to fill his glass with port, and when 
she had done so ho said, 

“ Uncle and Jeremy, I am going to ask yon to drink a 
health.” 

The old man looked up sharply. “ What is it, Ernest, my 
boy?” 

As for Dorothy, she blushed a rosy red, guessing what was 
coming, and not knowing whether to be pleased or angry. 

“ It is this, uncle— it is the health of my future wife, 
Dorothy.” 

Then came a silence of astonishment. Mr. Cardus broke it : 

“ Years ago, Ernest, my dear nephew, I told you xbU I 
wished this to come to pass ; but other things happened to 
thwart my plans, and I never expected to see it. Now in God’s 
good time it has come, and I drink the health with all my heart. 
My children, I know that I am a strange man, and mf life has 
been devoted to a single end, which is now drawing near its 
final development ; but I have found time in it to learn to love- 

X 
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version to the survivor. I drew up that will some years back, 
and I do not think that it is worth while altering it now.” 

“ Forgive me,” said Ernest, “ but how about Jeremy ?” 

Mr. Cardus’s face changed a little. He had never got over 
his dislik^of Jeremy, though his sense of justice caused him to 
stifle it. * 

“ I have not forgotten Jeremy,” he said, in a tone that indi- 
cated that he did not wish to pursue the conversation. 

Ernest and Dorothy thanked the old man for his goodness, 
but he would not listen, so they went off and left him to return 
to his letter-writing. In the passage Dorothy peeped through 
the glass half of the door which opened into her grandfather’s 
room. 

There sat the old man writing, writing, his long iron-gray 
hair hanging all about his face. Presently ho seemed to think 
of something, and a smile, which the contorted mouth made 
ghastly, spread itself over the pallid countenance. Rising, he 
went to the corner and extracted a long tally-stick on which 
were cut notches. Sitting down again, he counted the remain- 
ing notches over and over, and then took a penknife and cut 
one out. This done, ho put the stick back, and, looking at the 
wall, began to mutter— for he was not quite dumb — and to clasp 
and unclasp his powerful hand. Dorothy entered the room 
quickly. 

“ Grandfather, what are you doing ?” she said sharply. 

The old man started, and his jaw dropped. Then the eyes 
grew dull, and his usual apathetic look stole over his face. 
Taking up his slate, he wrote, “ Cutting out my notches.” 

Dorothy asked him some further questions, but could get 
nothing more out of him. 

“ I don’t at all liko the way grandfather has been going on 
lately,” she said to Ernest. “He is always muttering and 
clinching his hand, as though he had some one by the throat. 
Tou know he thinks that he has been serving the fiend all these 
years, and that his time will be up shortly, whereas you know, 
thovgh Reginald had no cause to love him, he has been very 
kind to him. If it had not been for Reginald, my grandfather 
would have been sent to the madhouse; but because he was 
connected with his lass of fortune, he thinks he is the devil. He 
* forgets how he served Reginald ; you see even in madness the 
mind only remembers the injuries inflicted on itself, and forgets 
hose it inflicted on others. I don’t at all like his way.” 
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“ I should think that he had better be shut up.** 

“ O, Reginald would never do it. Gome, dear, let us go out.** 

It was a month or so after Mr. Cardus’s announcement of 
his pecuniary intentions that a little wedding-party sLood before 
the altar in Kesterwick church. It was a very small party, con- 
sisting, indeed, only of Ernest, Dorothy, Mr. Card as, Jeremy, 
and a few idlers, who, seeing the church-door open, had Btrolled 
in to see what was going on. Indeed, the marriage had been 
kept a profound secret ; for since he had been blind, Ernest had 
developed a great dislike to being stared at. Nor, indeed, had 
he any liking for the system under which a woman proclaims 
with loud and unseemly rejoicings that Bhe has found a man to 
marry her, and the clan of her relations celebrate her departure 
with a few outward and visible tears and much inward and 
spiritual joy. 

But among that small crowd, unobserved by any of them, 
quite close up in the shadow of one of the massive pillars, sat a 
veiled woman. She sat quite quiet and still ; she might have 
been carved in stone ; but as the service went on she raised her 
thick veil, and fixed her keen brown eyes upon the two who 
stood before the altar. Aud as she did so, the lips of this 
shadowy lady trembled a little, and a mist of trouble rose from 
the unhealthy marshes of her mind and clouded her fine- cut 
features. Long and steadily she gazed, then dropped the veil 
again, and said beneath her breath : 

“ Was it worth while for this ? Well, I have seen him.” 

Then she rose, did this shadowy noblo- looking lady, and 
glided from the church, bearing away with her the haunting 
burden of her sin. 

And Ernest ? He stood there and said the responses in his 
clear manly voice ; but even as he did so there rose before him 
the semblance of the little room in far-away Pretoria, and of 
the vision which he bod bad of this very church, and of a man 
standing where he himself stood now, and a lovely woman 
standing where stood Dorothy his wife. Well, it was gone, as 
all visions go— as we, who are but visions of a longer life, go too. 
It was gone— gone into that awfnl limbo of the past which is 
ever opening its insatiable maw and swallowing us ttnd our joys 
and our sorrows — making a meal of the atoms of to-day that it 
may support itself till the atoms of to-morrow are ready for. its 
appetite. 
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It was gone, and he was married, and Dorothy his wife stood 
there wreathed in smiles and blushes which be could not see, 
and Mr. Halford’s voice, now grown weak and quavering, was 
formulating heartfelt congratulations, which were being repeated 
in the gigantic echo of Jeremy’s deep tones, and in his uncle’s 
quick jerky utterances. So ho took Dorothy his wife into his 
arms and kissed her, and she led him down the church to the old 
vestry, into which so many thousand newly-married couples had 
passed during the course of the last six centuries, and signed his 
name where they placed his pen upon the parchment, wonder- 
ing the while if he was signing it straight, and then went out, 
and was helped into the carriage, and driven home. 

Ernest and his wife went upon no honeymoon ; they stopped 
quietly there at the old house, and began to accustom them- 
selves to their new relatidnship. Indeed, to the outsider kt any 
rate, there seemed to be little difference between it and the 
former one ; for they could not be much more together now 
than they had been before. Tet in Dorothy’s face there was a 
difference. A great peace, an utter satisfaction which had been 
wanting before, came down and brooded upon it, and made it 
beautiful. She both looked and was a happy woman.* 

But to the Zulu Mazooku this state of affairs did not appear 
to be satisfactory. 

One day — it was threes days after the marriage — Ernest and 
Dorothy were walking together outside the house, when Jeremy, 
coming in from a visit to actant farm, advanced, and, joining 
them, began to converse onrqgricultural matters ; for he was 
already becoming intensely/ antk annoyingly technical. Pre- 
sently^ they talked, they became aware of the sound of naked 
feet running swiftly over tlm grass. 

“ That sounds like a Zulu dancing,” said Ernest quickly. 

It was a Zulu ; it was Mazooku, but Mazooku transformed. 
It had been his fancy to brinjka suit of war toggery, such as he 
hacUwora when he was one ot^Cetywayo’s soldiers, with him 
from Natal ; and now he had donned it all, and stood before 
them, a striking yet alarming figure. From his head there rose, 
a good two feet into the air, a single beautiful gray feather, 
taken froin the Bell crane; around his waist hung a kilt of 
white ox-tails, and beneath his right knee a small circle of white 
goafs hair. For the rest, he was naked. In his left hand he 
held a milk- white fighting shield made of ex- hide, and in his 
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right his great “ bangwan,” or stabbing assegai. Still as# a 
statue be stood before them, his plume bending in the breeze ; 
and Dorothy, looking with wondering eyes, marvelled at the 
broad chest scarred all over with assegai* wounds, and, the huge 
sinewy limbs. Suddenly he raised the spear, and salutod in 
conorous tones : 

“Koos! Baba!” 

44 Speak,” said Ernest. 

11 1 speak, my father. I come to meet my father as a man 
meets a man. I come with spear and shield, but not in war. 
V/ith my father I came from the land of the sun into this cold 
J.md, where the sun is as pale as tlio white faces it shines on. 
1* it not so, my father ?” 

“ 1 hear you.” 

44 With my father I came. Did not my father and I stand 
togethw for many a day ? Did I not slay the two Basutus 
down in the land of Secocoeni, chief of the Bapedi, at my 
father’s bidding ? Did I not once Bave my father from the jaws 
of the wild beast that walks by night ?” (the lion). “ Did I not 
stand by the side of my father at the place of the Little Hand" 
(Land hi wan a), “ when all the plain was red with blood ? Do I 
dream in the night, or was it so, my father?” 

“ I hear you. It was so.” 

41 Then when the heavens above smelt out my father, and 
emote him with their fire, did I not say, ‘ Ah, my father, now 
art thou blind, and canst fight no more, and no more play the 
part of a man. Better that thou hadst died a man’s death, O 
my father ! But os thou art blind, lo ! whither thou goest f 
thither will I go also and be my father’s dog.’ Did I not say 
this, O my father ?” 

“ Thou didst say it.” 

44 And so we came across the black water, my father and I 
and the great Lion (like unto whom no man was ever born of 
woman), and came hither, and have lived for many moons the 
lives of women, have eaten and drunken, and have not fought 
or hunted, or known the pleasure of men. Is it not sfy my 
father ?” 

44 Thou spealcest truly, Mazooku ; it is even so.” 

44 Yes, we came across the black water in the smoking ship, 
came to the land of wonders, which is full of houses and trees* 
so that a man cannot breathe in it, or throw out his arms lest 
they should strik^ a wall ; and, behold ! there came an ancient 
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qpe with a shining head wonderful to look on, and a girl Rose- 
bud, small but very sweet, and greeted my father and the Lion, 
and led them away in the carriages which put the horses inside 
them, and put them in this place, where they may look for ever 
at the sadness of the sea. fe 

“ And then, behold, the Rosebud said, * What d<nb this blade 
dog here ? Shall a dog lead Mnzimba * ” (Ernest’s Zulu name} 

, l 1 by the hand ? Begone, thou black dog, and walk in front or 
ride behind ; it is I who will hold Mazimba’s hand.* 

“ And then my father, sinking deep in ease, and becoming a 
,fat** (well-to-do) “man, said to himself, ‘ 1 will take this Rose- 
-bud to wife.* And so the Rosebud opened her petals, and closed 
' them round my father, and became a Rose ; and now she sheds 
\ her fragrance round him day by day and night by night, and tho 
black dog stands and howls outside the door. 

“ And so, my father, it came to pass that Mazooku, thy ox 
and thy dog, communed with his heart, and said : * Hero is no 
more any place for thee. Mazimba thy chief has no longer any 
need of thee, and behold in this land of women thou, too, shalt 
grow like a woman. So get up and go to thy father, and say to 
him, ‘‘ O my father, years ago I put my hand between thy hands, 
and became a loyal man to thee ; now would I withdraw it, and 
return to tho land whence we came ; for here I am not wanted, 
and here I cannot breathe.** * I have spoken, O my father and 
my chiof.’* 

“Mazooku, umdanda ga Ingoluvu, umfana ga Amazulu" 
(son of Ingoluvu, child of the Zulu race), answered Ernest, 
adopting the Zulu metaphor, his voice sounding wonderfully 
soft as the liquid tongue he spoke so well came rolling out, 
11 thou hast been a good man to me, and I have loved thee. But 
thou shalt go. Thou art right: now is my life the life of a 
woman ; never again shall I hear the sound of the rifle or the 
ringing of steel in war. And so thou goest, Mazooku. It is well. 
But at times thou wilt think of thy blind master, and of the wise 
captain who sleeps ” (Alston), “ and of the Lion who threw the 
ox <wer his shoulder. Go, and be happy. Many be thy wives, 
many thy children, and countless thy cattle 1 The Lion shall 
take thee by the hand and lead thee to the sea, and shall give 
thee of my bounty wherewith to buy a little food when thou 
eomest to thine own land, and a few oxen, and a piece of ground, 
or a wagon or two, so that thou shalt not be hungry, nor want 
fof cattle to give for wives. Mazooku, fare t£iee well 1** 
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14 One word, my father, and I will trouble thine ears no more, 
since for thee my voice shall be silent for ever. When the time 
has come for thee to die, and thou dost pass, as the white men 
say, up * into the heavens above/ and thy sight returns, and 
thou art once more a man, then turn thee and cry with a loud 
voice : ‘ Mazooku, son of Ingoluvu, of the tribe of the Maquil- • 
isini, where, art thou, O my dog ? come thou and servo me.’ 
And surely, if I still live, then shall I hear thy voice, and groan 
and die, that I may pass to thee ; and if I be already dead, 
then shall I be there at thy side even as thou callest. This 
thou wilt do for me, O my father and my chief, because, lo ! 
I have loved thee as the child loves her who suckled it, and I 
would look upon thy face again, O my father from the olden 
time, my chief from generation to generation” (baba eskart 
indala, inkoos a pagati). 

“ Tcf it be in my power, this I will do, Mazooku.” 

The groat Zulu drew himself up, raised his spear, and for 
the first and last time in his life gave Ernest the royal salute 
— to w hich, by the way, he bad no right at all — 44 Bayete , Bayete f” 
Then he turned and ran swiftly thence, nor would he see Ernest 
again before he went. “ The pain of death was over,” he said. 

As the sound of his footsteps grew faint, Ernest sighed. 

“There goes our last link with South Africa, Jeremy, my 
boy. It makes me very sad, and sometimes I think that, as he 
says, it is a pity wo did not go under with Alston and tho 
others. It would all have been over now.” 

u Thank you,” said Jeremy, after reflecting ; u on the whole, 

I am pretty comfortable as I am.” 


CHAPTER XLIV. 

MB. CARDUS ACCOMPLISHES HIS REVENGE. 

Mit. de Talor owed bis great wealth not to his own talents, 
but to a lucky secret in the manufacture of the grease used on 
railways discovered by his father. Talor pere had been a 
railway-guard till his discovery brought him wealth. HeSvas a 
shrewd man, however, and on his sudden accession of fortune 
did his best to make a gentleman of his only son, at that date 
a lad of fifteen ; but it was too late, the associations and habits 
of childhood are not easily overcome, and no earthly power or 
education could accomplish the desired Object. When hi* son 
was twenty yeaij of age, old Jack Talor died, and his son sue- 
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celled to his large fortune and a railway -grease business which 
supplied the principal markets of the world. 

This son had inherited a good deal of his father's shrewd* 
ness, and <set himself to make the best of his advantages. First 
, he placed a w de” before his name, and assumed a canting crest. 
Next he bought the Ceswick Ness estates, and bloomed into a 
country gentleman. It was shortly after this latter event that 
he made a mistake, and fell in love with the beauty of the 
neighbourhood, Mary Atterleigh. But Mary Atterleigh would 
have none of him, being at the time secretly eugaged to Mr. 
Cardus. In vain did he resort to every possible means to shake 
her resolution, even going so far as to try to bribe her father 
to put pressure upon her; but at this time old Atterleigh, 
“ Hard-riding Atterleigh,” as he was called, was well off, and 
resisted his advances, whereupon De Talor, in a fit of pique, 
married another woman, who was only too glad to put up with 
his vulgarity in consideration of his wealth and position as a 
county magnate. 

Shortly afterwards three events occurred almost simulta- 
neously. “ Hard-riding Atterleigh ” got into money difficulties 
through over-gratification of his passion for hounds and horses ; 
Mr. Cardus was taken abroad for the best part of a year in connec- 
tion with a business matter ; and a man named Jones, a friend 
of Mr. de Talor’s staying in his house at the time, fell in love 
with Mary Atterleigh. Herein De Talor saw an opportunity of 
revenge upon his rival, Mr. Cardus. He urged upon Jones that 
his real road to the possession of the lady lay through the pocket 
of her father, and oven went so far as to advance him the necessary 
funds to bribe Atterleigh ; for though Jones was well off, he 
could not at such short notice lay hands upon a sufficient sum 
in cash to serve his ends. 

The plot succeeded. Atterleigh’s scruples were overcome as 
easily as the scruples of men in his position without principle to 
buck them generally are, and pressure of a most outrageous sort 
was jpought to bear upon the gentle-minded Mary, with the 
result that when Mr. Cardus returned from abroad he found his 
affianced bride the wife of another man, who became in due 
course the father of Jeremy and Dolly. 

. This cruel and most unexpected bereavement drove Mr. 
Cardus partially mad, and when he came to himself there arose in 
his 1 mind a monomania for revenge on all concerned in bringing 
it about. It became the passion and object of his life. Direct* 
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ing all his remarkable intelligence and energy to the matter* he 
early discovered the heinous part that De Talor had played in 
the plot, and swore to devote his life to the unholy purpose 
of avenging it. For years he pursued his enemy, trying plan 
after plan to achieve his ruin, and as one failed fell back upon « 
another. But to ruin a man of De Talor’s wealth was no easy 
matter, especially when, as in the present instance, the avenger 
was obliged to work like a mole in the dark, never allowing his 
enemy to suspect that he was other than a friend. How ho 
ultimately achieved his purpose the reader shall now learn. 

Ernest and Dorothy had been married about three weeks, 
and the latter was just beginning to get accustomed to hearing 
herself called Lady Kershaw, when one morning a dog-cart drove 
up to the door, and out of it emerged Mr. do Talor. 

“ Dear me, how Mr. de Talor has changed of late I” said 
Dorothy, who was looking out of the window. 

11 How ? Has he grown less like a butcher V” asked Ernest. 

“ No,” she answered ; “ but he looks liko a used-up butcher 
about to go through the B ankruptcy Court.” 

“ Butchers never go bankrupt,” said Errost ; and at that 
moment Mr. de Talor came in. 

Dorothy was right ; the man was much changed. The fat 
cheeks were fiabby and fallen, the insolent air was gone, and he 
was bo shrunken that ho looked not more than half his former 
size. 

“ How do you do, Lady Kershaw ? I saw Card us ’ad got 
some one with him, so I drove round to pay my respects and 
congratulate the bride. Why, bless me, Sir Ernest, you ’ave 
grown since I saw you last 1 Ah, we used to be great friends 
then. You remember how you used to come and shoot up at 
the Ness ” (he had once or twice given the two lads a day’s 
rabbit-shooting). 11 But bless me, I hear that you have become 
quite a fire-eater since then, and been knocking over the niggers 
right and left— eh ?” 

He paused for breath, and Ernest said a few word^not 
many, for he disliked the man's flattery as much as in past 
years he used to dislike his insolence. 

“ Ah,” went on De Talor, looking up and pointing to the 
case containing the witch’s head, 1 see you’ve st&l got that 
beastly thing your brother once showed mo t ; I thought it was a 
clock, and he pretty well frightened me out of my Wits. Now 
1 chink of it, Fv&never ’ad auy luck since I saw that thing* 7 ’ 
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* At this moment the housekeeper Grice came to say that Mr. 
Cardus was ready to see Mr. de Talor if he would step into the 
office. Dorothy thought that their visitor turned paler at this 
news, and it evidently occupied his mind sufficiently to cause 
him to hurvy from the room without bidding them’ good-bye. 

When Mr. de Talor entered the office he found the lawyer 
pacing up and down. 

“ How do you do, Cardus ? h he said jauntily. 

“ IIow do you do, Mr. de Talor was the cold reply. 

De Talor walked to the glass door and looked at the glowing 
mass of blooming orchids. 

“ Pretty flowers, Cardus, those, very. Orchids, ain't they V 
Must havo cost you a pot of money. * 

“ They have not cost me much, Mr. do Talor ; 1 have reared 
most of them.” 

“ Then you are lucky ; the bill my man gives me for his 
orchids is something awful.” 

41 You did not come to speak to me about orchids, Mr. do 
Talor.” 

“No, Cardus, I didn't ; business first, pleasure afterwards — 
eh?” 

“ Yes,” said Mr. Cardus, in his soft jerky way. u . business 
first, pleasure afterwards.” 

Mr. de Talor fidgeted his legs about. 

“Well, Cardus, about that mortgage. You are going to 
give me a little more time, I hope ?” 

44 On the contrary, Mr. de Talor, the interest being now 
eight months overdue, I have given my London agents orders 
to foreclose, for I don't conduct such business myself ” 

De Talor turned pale. 44 Foreclose I Good God, Cardual it 
is not possible — on such an old friend too 1” 

“ Excuse me, it is not only possible, but a fact. Business 
is business, even where old friends arc concerned.” 

44 But if you foreclose, what is to become of me, Cardus ?" 

“ That, I imagine, is a matter for your exclusive considera- 
tion.” 

His visitor gasped, and looked like an unfortunate fish sud- 
denly pulled out of the water. 

44 Let \ts recapitulate the facts. I have at different periods 
within the last several years lent you sums of money secured 
on-your landed estates at Ceswick’s Ness and the neighbour- 
hood, amounting in all ” — referring to a pajjer — 44 to one him- 
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drod and seventy-six thousand five hundred and thirty -eight 
pounds ten shillings and fourpence ; or, reckoning in the over- 
due interest, to one hundred and seventy-nine thousand and 
fifty-two pounds eight shillings. That is so, I think.” 

“ Yes, I suppose so, Cardus.” * 

“ There is no supposition about it. The docnmerfts prove it.” 

# ‘ Well, Cardus ?” 

“ Well, Mr. de Talor ; and now, as you cannot pay, I have 
iM-iructed my London agents to commence an action in 
Chancery for the sale of the lands, and to buy in the property. 
It is a most desirablo property.” 

“ 0 Cardus, don’t be ’ard on me ! I am an old man now, 
md you led me into this speculation.” 

“ Mr. de Talor, I also am an old man ; if not very old in 
; at least :is old as Methuselah in heart.” 

1 don't understand it all, Cardus.” 

“Iff will givo ine the greatest pleasure to explain. But to 
do so i must go back a little. Some ton or twelve years ago, 
y>u may remember,” he began, sitting down with his back to 
the light, which struck full on the wretched De Talor s face, 
’■ that a firm named It astride & Codley took out a patent for 
c. cow railway- grease, audset up an establishment in Manchester 
in -, f;o from the famous Do Talor house, which was cstab- 
b.dieo by your father.” 

“ Yes, curse them !” groaned De Talor. 

Mr. Cardus smiled. 

“ By all means, curse them. But what did this enterprising 
fivrn do, Mr. tb> Talor ? They set to work, and sold a grease 
superior to the article manufactured by your house, at about 
eighteen per cent cheaper. But the Do Talor house had the ear 
of the markets, and the contracts with all the leading linos and 
Continental firms, and for a while it seemed as though the new 
house must go to the wad ; and if they had not had considerable 
capital at command they must have gone to the walk” 

“ Ah, and where did they get it from ? That’s the mystery." 
said De Talor. 

“ Precisely ; that was the mystery. I shall clear it up a little 
presently. To return. After a while the* buyers began to find 
that Rastrick & Codley 's grease was a better grease and a cheaper 
grease, and as the contracts lapsed, the companies renewed them,, 
not with the De Talor house, but with the ljouse of Rastrick & 
Codley. Doubtless you remember.” 
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Mr. de Talor groaned in acquiescence, and the lawyer con- 
tinued, “ In time this state of affairs produced its natural re- 
suits : De Talor’s house was ruined, and the bulk of the trade 
fell into the hands of the new firm.” 

“Ah, £ should just like to know who they really were— tho 
f low sneaks !* 

“ Would you ? I will tell you. The firm of Rastrick & Cod- 
ley were — Reginald Cardus, solicitor, of Dum’s Ness.” 

Mr. de Talor struggled out of his chair, looked wildly at the 
lawyer, and sank down again. 

“ You look ill ; may l offer you a glass of wine ?” 

The wretched man shook his head. 

“ Very good. Doubtless you are curious to know how I, a 
lawyer, and not otherwise connected with Manchester, obtained 
the monopoly of the grease trado, which is, by the way, at this 
moment paying very well. I will satisfy your curiosity. I have 
always had a mania for taking up inventions, quite quietfy, and 
in the names of others. Sometimes I have made money over 
them, sometimes I have lost ; on the whole, I have made largely. 
But whether I have made or lost, the inventors have, as a rult*, 
never known who was backing them. One day, one lucky day, 
this railway-grease patent was brought to my notice. I took is 
up and invested fifty thousand in it straight off tho reel. Then 
I invested another fifty thousand. Still your firm cut my 
throat. I made an effort, and invested a third fifty thousand. 
Had I failed, I should then have been a ruined man ; I had 
strained my credit to the utmost. But fortune favours tho 
brave, Mr. de Talor, and I succeeded. It was yeur firm that 
failed. I have paid all my debts, and I reckon that tho rail- 
way-grease concern is worth, after paying liabilities, some two 
hundred thousand pounds. If you should care to go in for it, 
Messrs. Rastrick & Codley will, I have no doubt, bo most happy 
to treat with you. It has served its purpose, and is now in tho 
market.” 

De Talor looked at him with amazement. Ho was too upsot 
to speak. 

“ So much, Mr. de Talor, for my share in the grease episode. 
The failure of your firm, or rather its stoppage from loss of 
trade, left you still a rich man, but only half as rich os you had 
been. And this, you may remember, made you furious. You 
oould not bear the idea of losing money; you would rather have 
lost blood from you * 7eins than sovereigns from your purse 
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When you thought of the grease which liad melted iu the fife 
of competition, you could have wept tears of rage. In fftiis 
plight you came to me to a3k advice.” 

M Yes ; and you told me to speculate.” 

“ Not quite accurate, Mr. do Talor. I said— I remember the 
words well — * You are an able man, and understand the money 
market ; why don’t you take advantage of these fluctuating 
times, and recoup yourself for all you have lost ?’ The pro- 
spect of gain tempted you, Mr. de Talor, and you jumped at 
the idea. You asked me to introduce you to a leliable firm, 
and I introduced you to Messrs. Camp&ey & Ash, one of the 
b;-st in the City.” 

“ Confound them for a set of rogues !” answered De Talor. 

“ Rogues ! I am sorry you think so, for I have an interest 
in their business.” 

“ Good heavens I what next ?” groaned De Talor. 

11 WSell, notwithstanding the best efforts of Messrs. Campsey 
& Ash on your behalf, iu pursuance of such written instructions 
as you from time to time communicated to them, and to which 
you can no doubt refer if you please, things went wrong with 
you, Mr. de Talor, and year by year, when your balance-sheet 
was sent in, you found that you had lost more than you gained. 
At last, one nnlucky day, about three years ago, you made a 
plunge against the advice, you may remember, of Messrs, Camp- 
scy & Ash, and lost. It was after that, that I began to lend you 
money. The first loan was for fifty thousand ; then came more 
losses, and more loans, till at length we had reached the present 
state of affairs.” 

<l O Cardus, you don’t mean to sell me up, do you ? What 
shall I do without money ? And think of my daughters : ’ow 
will they manage without their comforts ? Give me time. What 
makes you so ’ard on me ?” 

Mr. Cardus hod been walking up and down the room rapidly. 
At De Talor’s words he stopped, and going to a despatch- box, 
unlocked it, and drew from a bundle of documents a yellow 
piece of stamped paper. It was a cancelled bill for ten thousand 
pounds in the favour of Jonas de Talor, Esquire. This but' he 
came and held before his visitor’s eyes. 

M That, I believe, is your signature,” be said quietly, pointing^ 
to the receipt written across the bill. • 

De Talor turned almost livid with fear, and his lips and 
hands began to tremble. 
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11 Where did you .get that ?” he asked. 

*5Vtr. Oardus regarded him, or rather all round him, with the 
melancholy black eyes that never looked straight at anything, 
and yet saw everything, and then answered : 

“ AmoVig your friend Jones’s papers. You scoundrel!” he 
went on, wifn a sudden change of manner, “ now perhaps you 
begin to understand why I have hunted you down step by step ; 
why for thirty years I have waited, and watched, and failed, 
and at last succeeded. It is for the sake of Mary Atterleigh. 
It was you who, infuriated because she would have none ot such 
a coarse brute, sot the man J ones on to her. It was you who 
lent him the money with which to buy her from old Atterleigh. 
There lies the proof before you. By the way, Jones need never 
have repaid you that ten thousand pounds, for it was marriage- 
brokago, and therefore .not recoverable at law. It was you, I 
say, who were the first cause of my life being laid waste, and 
who nearly drove me to the madhouse ; ay, who did drive Mary, 
my betrothed wife, into the arms of that fellow, whence, God 
be praised, she soon passed to her rest.” 

Mr. Cardus paused, breathing quick with suppressed rage 
and excitement ; the large white eyebrows contracted till they 
nearly met, and, abandoning his usual habit, he looked straight 
into the eyes of the abject creaturo in the chair before him. 

44 It’s a long while ago, Cardus ; can’t you forgive, and let 
bygones be bygones ?” 

44 Forgive ! Yes, for my own sake, I could forgive ; but for 
her sake, whom you first dishonoured and then killed, I will 
never forgive. Where are your companions in guilt ? Jones is 
dead ; I ruined him. Atterleigh is there ; I did not ruin him, 
because, after all, he was the author of Mary’s life ; but his ill- 
gotten gains did him no good ; a higher power than mine took 
vengeance on his crime, and I saved him from the madhouse. 
And Jones’s children, they are here too, for onco they lay 
beneath her breast. But do you think that I will spare you, 
you coarse arrogant knave — you, who spawned the plot ? No, 
not if it were to cost me my own life, would I forego one jot or 
tittfe of my revenge !” 

At that moment Mr. Cardus happened to look up, and saw 
through the glass part of the door of his office, of which the 
curtain watf partially drawn, tho wild-looking head of Hard* 
riding Atterleigh. He appeared to be looking through the door, 
for his eyes, in which there was a very peculiar look, were fixed 
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intently upon Mr. Cardus’s face. When ho saw that he was 
observed, he vanished. * * • 

“ Now go,” said the lawyer sternly to the prostrate De Talor ; 
“ and never let me see your face again !” 

“ But I haven't any money ; where am I to go ?* groaned 
De Talor. • 

- Wherever you like, Mr. de Talor— this is a free country ; 
Dut, if I had control of your destination, it should be — to the 
devil !” 

The wretched man staggered up. 

“ All right, Cardus ; I'll go, I’ll go. You’ve got it all your 
own way now. You are damned hard, you are ; but perhaps 
you’ll get it taken out of you some day. I’m glad you never got 
hold of Mary ; it must have been pleasant to you to see her 
marry Jones.” 

In another second he was gone, and Mr. Cardus was left 
hinking, among other things, of that look in old Atterleigh’s 
eyes, which he could not get out of his mind. Thus did he 
finally accomplish the revenge to which he had devoted his life. 


CHAPTER XLV. 

MAD ATTEKLEICHl'S LAST KIDS. 

A MONTH had passed since Mr. do Talor had crept, utterly 
crushed, from the presence of the man whom Providence had 
appointed to mete out to him his due. During this tirao Mr. 
Cardus had been busy from morning till night. He vras always 
a busy man, writing daily with his own hand an almost incre- 
dible number of letters ; for he carried on all, or nearly all, 
bis great affairs by correspondence, but of late his work seemed 
to have doubled. 

In the course of that month the society in the neighbourhood 
of Kesterwick experienced a pleasurable sensation of excite- 
ment, for suddenly the De Talor family vanished off the face 
of the Kesterwick world, and the Ges wick Ness estates, af^or 
being advertised, were put up for sale, and bought, so said 
report, by a London firm of lawyers on behalf of an unknown 
client. The De Talors were gone, where to nobody Jknew, nor 
did they much care to inquire — that is, withtj^Ma^ption of < 
the servants whose wages were left unpaid^w|fe^™^racloa- 
people to whom large sums were owing. _ vigor* 
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ously enough, but witlout the smallest result ; the De Talors 
had' gone and left no trace, except the trace of bankruptcy, and 
ICesterwick knew them no more, but was glad over the sensa- 
tion made by their disappearance. 

But oh one Saturday Mr. Cardus’s business seemed to come 
to a sudden htop. He wrote some letters and put them in the 
post-bag, and then ho went to admire his orchids. 

“ Life,” he said aloud to himself, “ shall be all orchids now ; 
my work is done. I will build a new house for Brazilian sorts, 
and spend two hundred pounds on stocking it. Well, I can 
afford it.” 

This was about five o’clock. Half an hour later, when he 
had well examined his flowers, he strolled out Titheburgh Abbey 
way, and here he met Ernest and his wife, who had been sitting 
in their favourite spot. 

u Well, my dears,” he said, “ and how are you ?” 

“ Pretty jolly, uncle, thank you ; and how are you ?” 

“ I ? 0,1 am very jolly indeed for an old man ; as jolly as 
an individual who has just bid good-bye to work for ever should 
be,” he said. 

“Why, Reginald, what do you mean?" 

“ Mean, Dorothy, my dear ? I mean that I have wound up 
my affairs and retired on a modest competence. Ah, you young 
people should be grateful to me, for let me toll you that every- 
thing is now in apple-pie order, and when I slip off you will 
have no trouble at all, except to pay the probate duty, and that 
will bo considerable. I never quite knew till a week ago how 
rich I was ; but, as I said the other day, everything I have 
touched has turned to gold. It will be a large fortune for you 
to manage, my dears ; yon will find it a great responsibility.” 

U I hope you will live many years to manage it yourself,” said 
Ernest. 

“Ah, I don’t know, I am pretty tough ; but who can see the 
future ? Dolly, my dear girl,” he went on, in a dreamy way, 
4 ‘ you are growing like your mother. Do you know, I sometimes 
think that I am not far off her now ; you see I speak plainly to 
you two. Years ago I used to think— that is, sometimes— that 
your mother was dust and nothing more ; that she had left me 
for ever ; but of late I have changed my ideas. I have seen,” he 
went on, speaking in an absent way, as though he were meditat- 
ing to himself, “ how wonderfully Providence works even in jhe 
affairs of this imperfect world, and I begin to believe that there 
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must be a place where it allows itself a larger developmqpt. 
Yes, I think I shall find your mother somo where, Dorothy, my 
dear. I seem to feel her very near me sometimes. Well, I have 
avenged her.” f 

“ I think that you will find her, Reginald,” shg answered ; 
11 but your vengeance is wicked and wrong. I have often made 
bold to tell you so, though sometimes you have been angry with 
me, and I tell you so again. It can only bring evil with it. 
What have we poor creatures, who do not understand the reasons 
of things, and can scarcely see an inch before our noses, to do ' 
with vengeance V” 

“ Perhaps you are right, my love— you generally are right in 
the main ; but my desire for vengeance upon that man DeTalor 
has been the breath of my nostrils, and behold t I have achieved 
it. Man, if he only lives long enough, and has strength of will 
enough* can achieve anything. But man fritters away his 
powers over a variety of objects ; ho is led astray in pursuit of 
tho butterfly Pleasure, or the bubble Ambition, or the Destroying 
Angel Woman ; and his purposes fall to the ground between a 
dozen stools. Most men, too, are not capable of a purpose. 
Men are weak creatures ; and yet what a mighty seed lies hid in 
every human breast ! Think, my children, what man might, 
nay, may become, when his weakness and follies have fallen 
from him, when his rudimentary virtues have been developed, 
and his capacities for physical and mental beauties brought to 
an undreamed-of perfection ! Look at the wild flower and the 
flower of the hot-house — it is nothing as compared to the possi- 
bilities inherent in man, even as we know him. O, it is a 
splendid dream 1 Will it ever be fulfilled, I wonder ? Well, 
well — 

* Whatever there is to know, 

That we shall know one day.’ 

Come, let us tUm ; it will soon be time to dress for dinner, toy 
the way, Dorothy, that reminds me. I don’t quite like the way 
that your respected grandfather is going on. I told him that I 
had no more deeds for him to copy, that I had done with details, 
and he went and got that confounded stick of his, and showed 
me that according to his own little calculations his time was up ; 
and then he got his slate and wrote about my being the devil^ 
on it, but that I had no more power over him, and that he was 
bound for heaven. The other day, too, I caught him staring at- me 
through the glass of the door with a very queer look in his eyes.” 
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44 Ah, Reginald, so you Jaave noticed it ! I quite agree with 
yoit ; I don't at all like his goings-on. D6 you know, I think 
that he had better be shut up.” 

“ I don’t like to shut him up, Dorothy. However, hero we 
are ; we will talk about it to-morrow.” 

Having fed Ernest to his room, Dorothy, before beginning 
to dress herself, went to the office to see if her grandfather 
was still there. And there, sure enough, she found him, pacing 
up and down, muttering, and waving his long stick, out of 
which all the notches had now been cut. 

“ What are you doing, grandfather ?” she asked ; 44 why 
haven’t you gone to dress ?” 

He snatched up his slato and wrote rapidly upon it : 

“Time’s up! Time’s up ! Time’s up! I've done with the 
devil and all his works. I’m off to heaven on the big black 
horse to find Mary. Who are you ? You look like Mary.” 

“ Grandfather,” said Dolly, quietly taking the slato out of 
his hand, u what do you mean by writing such nonsense ? Let 
me hear no more of it. You ought to be ashamed of yourself. 
Now, mind, I will have no more of it. Put away that stick, 
and go and wash your bauds for dinner.” 

The old man did as he was bid somewhat sulkily, Dorothy 
thought; but when he arrived at the dinner-table there was 
nothing noticeable about his manner. 

They dined at a quarter to seven, and dinner did not take 
them very long. When it was over, old Atterleigh drank some 
wine, and then, according to his habit, went and sat in the 
ancient ingle-nook which had presumably been built by the 
forgotten Dum for his comfort on winter evenings. And on 
winter evenings, when there was a jolly wood-fire burning on 
the hearth, it was a pleasant spot enough ; but to sit there in 
the dark on a lovely summer night was an act, well — worthy 
of old Atterlcigh, 

After dinner the conversation turned upon that fatal day 
when Alston s Horse was wiped out at Isandhlwana. It was a 
painful subject both to Ernest and Jeremy, but the former was 
gratifying his uncle’s curiosity by explaining to him how that 
last dread struggle with the six Zulus came to determine itself 
in their favour. 

■ “ And how was it,” asked Mr. Cardus, u that you managed 
to get the better of tlje fellow you rolled down the hill with ?” 

“Recause the assegai broke, and, fortunately enough, the 
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blade was left in toy hand. Where is it, Doll ?" (for Jefomy 
had brought it home with him.) 

Dorothy got up and reached the broken assegai^ which had 
about eight inches of shaft, from its place over the mantelpiece. 

“Now then, Jeremy, if you will be so good* as to sprawl 
upon your back on the floor, I will just show my uncle what 
happened.” 

Jeremy complied, not without grumbling about dirtying his 
dress-coat. 

“ Now, Jeremy, my boy, where are you ? O, there ! Well, 
excuse my taking tho liberty of kneeling on your chest, and 
holloa out if the assegai goes into you. If we are going to have 
a performance at all, it may as well bo a realistic one. Now, 
uncle, you see when wo finishod rolling, which was just as this 
assegai snapped in two, as luck would have it I was uppermost, 
a id managed to get my knee on my friend's left arm and to 
hold his right with my left. Then, before he could get loose, I 
drove this bit of spear through the side of his throat, just there, 
so that it cut the jugular vein, and he died shortly afterwards ; 
and now you know all about it” 

Here Ernest rose and laid the spear upon tho table, and 
Jeremy, entering into tho spirit of the tiling, began to die oh 
artistically as a regard for his dress-coat would allow. Just 
■then Dorothy, looking up, saw her grandfather Atterleigh’s dis- 
torted face peering round tho wall of the ingle-nook, where he 
was sitting in the dark, and looking at tho scene of mimic 
slaughter with that same curious gaze that lie had worn on 
several occasions lately. He withdrew his head at once. 

“ Get up, Jeremy 1" said his sister sharply, 11 and stop writh- 
ing about there like a great snake. You look os though you had 
been murdered ; it is horrible 1” 

Jeremy arose laughing, and, having obtained Dorothy’s per- 
mission, they all lit their pipes, and, sitting there in the fading 
light, fell to talking about that sad scene of slaughter, which 
indeed appeared that night to have a strange fascination for 
Mr. Cardus. He asked Ernest and Jeremy about it again and 
again— how this man was killed, and that?-— did they die at 
once ? and so on. 9 

The subject was always distressing to Ernest, and one to 
which he rarely alluded, full as it was for iym of the most pain • 
ful recollections, especially those connected with his dear friend 
Alston and his sen. 
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borothy knew this, and knew too that Ernest would bo 
down on his luck for at least a day after the conversation, 
which she»did her best to stop. At lost she succeeded ; but the 
melancholy associations connected with the talk had apparently 
already done their work, for everybody lapsed into the most 
complete silence, and sat grouped together at the top end of the 
old oak table as quiet as though they were cut in stone. Mean- 
while, the twilight deepened, and little gusts of wind arose, and 
gently shook the old-fashioned window-lattices, making a sound 
as though feeble hands were trying to throw them open. The 
dull evening light crept from place to place, and threw great 
shadows about the room, glanced upon the armour on its 
panelled walls, and at last began to die away into darkness. 
The whole scene was eerie, and for some unknown reason it 
oppressed Dorothy. She wondered why everybody was so silent, 
and yet she herself did not feel equal to breaking the silence ; 
there was a load upon her heart. 

Just then a curious thing happened. As the reader may 
remember, the case containing the wonderful mummied head, 
found by Eva Ceswick, had years before been placed by Jeremy 
upon a bracket at the end of the room. Round about this case 
hung various pieces of armour, and among others, above it, 
suspended by a piece of string from a projecting hook, was a 
heavy iron gauntlet. For many years — twenty or more — it had 
hung from the hook, but now at last the string was worn 
through, and even as Dorothy was wondering at the silence it 
gave. Down came the heavy iron hand with a crash, and, as it 
passed, it catight the latch of the long air-tight case, and jarred 
the door wide open. 

Everybody in the room sprang to their feet, and, as they did 
so, a last ray from the setting sun struggled through one of the 
windows and rested upon the opened case, staining it, and all 
about it, the hue of blood, and filling the fearful crystal eyes 
within with a lurid light. How they glowed and Bhone, to be 
sure, after their long years of sleep ! — for the case had scarcely 
been opened fqr years — while their tremulous glance, now dull, 
now intense, according as the light played upon them, appeared 
to wander, round and round the room, as though in search of 
'Somebody or something. 

Jt was an awful* sight -hat that ray of sunlight showed, as it 
played upon the trembling crystal orbs, the scornful, deathly 
features, and the match 1 jss hair that streamed on either side. 
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Together with the ’sudden break in the silence, caused by the 
crashing fall of the 'gauntlet, it provod, as it had done many 
years before, altogether too much for the beholders' nerves. 

“ What is that ?” asked Ernest, with a start, os the gauntlet 
fell. * # 

Dorothy glanced up and gave a little cry of horror. 4i O, 
that dreadful head ! it is looking at us.” 

They all rose to their feet, and Dorothy, seizing Ernest by 
one hand, and covering her eyes with the other, retreated, slowly 
followed by the others, towards the swiug-door. Boon they 
had reached the door, were through it, down the passage, and 
out in the peaceful stillness of tho evening. Then Jeremy 
spoke, and his language was more forcible than polite. 

“ Well, I am bio wed !” he said, wiping the cold perspiration 
from Jiis forehead. 

" O Reginald, I do wish you would get that horrible thing 
out of tho house ; there has been nothing but misfortune ever 
since it bas been here. I cannot bear it, I cannot bear it 1” 
said Dolly hysterically. 

" Nonsense, you superstitious child I” answered Mr. Cardus, 
who was now recovering from his start. 11 The gauntlet knocked 
the door open, that was all. It is nothing but a mummied 
head ; but, if you don't like it, I will send it to the British 
Museum to-morrow.” 

“ 0, please do, Reginald,” answered Dorothy, who appeared 
quite unhinged. 

So hurried had been the retreat from the sitting-room that 
everybody had forgotten “Hard-riding Atterleigh ” sitting in 
the dark in the ingle-nook. But the bustle in the room had 
attracted him, and already, before they had left, he had pro- 
jected his large head covered with the tangled gray locks, and 
begun to stare about. Presently his eyes fell upon the crystal 
orbs, and then, to him, the orbs appeared to cease their wander- 
ings and rest upon his eyes. For a while the two heads stared 
at each other thus— the golden head without a J>ody in the box, 
and the gray head that, thrust out as it waB from the ingle- wall, 
seemed to have no body either. They stared and stared, till at 
last the golden head got the ma f / or the gray head, and the 
old man crept from his corner, crept* downjhe room till be was 
almost beneath the baleful eyes, and nodded nodded , nodded at 
^hem. 
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Xnd they too seemed to nod, nod , nod at him. Then La 
retreated backwards as slowly as he had come, nodding all the 
while, till Jig came to where the broken assegai lay upon the 
table, and, taking it, thrust it up his sleeve. As he did so, the 
«ray of light faded and the fiery eyes went out. It was as though 
the thick white lids aud long eyelashes had dropped over them. 

None of the other four returned to the sitting-room that night. 

When he had recovered from his fright, Jeremy went into 
his little room, the same in which he used to stuff birds as a 
boy, and busied himself with his farm accounts. Mr. Cardus, 
Dorothy, and Ernest walked about together in the balmy moon- 
fight, for, very shortly after the twilight had departed, the great 
harvest-moon came up and flooded tho world with light. Mr. 
Cardus was in a talkative, excited mood that night. He^ talked 
about his affairs, which he had now finally wound up, and about 
Mary Attcrleigb, mentioning little tricks of manner and voice 
which were reproduced in Dorothy. He talked too about 
Ernest’s and Dorothy’s marriage, and said what a comfort it 
was to him. Finally, about ten o’clock, he said that he was 
tired and was going to bed. 

“Cod bless you, my dears; sleep well! Good night,” ho 
said. “ Wo will settle about that new orchid-house to-morrow. 
Good -night, good- night.” 

Shortly afterwards Dorothy and Ernest also went to bed, 
reaching their room by a back entrance, for they neither of 
thorn felt inclined to come under the fire of the crystal eyes 
again, and soon they were asleep in each other’s arms. 

The minutes stole on one by one through the silence of the 
dead night, bearing their records with them to the archives of 
tho past. Eleven o’clock came and fled away ; midnight came 
too, and swept on bat-liko wings across the world. Everywhere 
— on land, sky, and sea — there was silence, nothing but silence 
sleeping in the moonlight, 
v 

Harlc i O heavens, what was that t 

One fearful, heartrending yell of agony, ringing all through 
the ancient house, rattling the casements, shaking the armour 
'against the panelled walls, pulsing and throbbing in horrible 
notes out into the,' night, echoing and dying far away over the 
sea 1 And then silence again, silence sleeping in the moonlight. 

They sprang from their beds, did every living bouI beneu&i 
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t’iai roof, and ruslpjd in their night- gear, men and woflien 
together, into the sitting-room. The crystal eyes seemed to 
be awake again, for the moon was up and played upon them, 
caning them now and then to flash out in gleams of opalescent 
light. * 

S -■•mebody lit a candle, somebody missed Mr. Cardus ; surely # 
he could never have slept through that! Yrs. ho had slept 
through it. They rushed and tumbled, a confused mass ot 
white, into tlic room where he lay. lie was there sure 
enough, and ho slept very sound, with a red gash in his throat, 
from which the blood fell in heavy drops, down, dowu to the 
ground. 

They stood agluiot, and as they stood, from the courtyard 
outside there came a sound of galloping hoofs. They know 
the sound of the galloping; it was that of Ernest’s great black 
bullion*! 

A mile or more away out on the marshes, just before you 
come to the well-known quicksands, which have, tradition says, 
swallowed so many unfortunates, and which shudder palpably 
at times and are unpleasant to look on, stands a lock house, 
inhabited by one solitary man, who has charge of the sluice. 
On this very night it is necessary for him to open his sluice- 
gates at a particular moment, and now he stands awaiting Unit 
propitious time, lie is au ancient mariuer ; his hands are iu 
his pockets, his pipe is in his mouth, his eyes are fixed upon the 
.sea. Wo have met him before. fmMcnly he hears the sound 
of a powerful hors.) galloping furiously. lie turns, and his hair 
Logins to rise upon his head, for this is what he .sees in tho 
bright moonlight : 

East, fast towards him thunders a great cm! black horae, 
snorting with mingled rage and terror, amt on its bare back 
there sits, with a grip of iron, a man— an old man, for his gray 
locks stream out bebiud him — who waves above his head tho 
fragment of a spear. ^ 

On they come. Before them is the wide sluice ; if they are 
mortal, they will turn or plunge into it. No ; the great black 
horse gathers himself, and springs into the air. 

By Heaven, he has cleared it ! No horse ever tool? that leup . 
before, or v ill again. On at wdiirlwind ^peed towards the shud- 
dering quicksand two hundred yards away ! • 

^Sjilu'th / Horae and man are in it, making the moist mass 1 
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shak'3 and tremble for twenty yards round. The bright moon- 
light shows it all. The horse shrieks in fear and agony, as only 
a horse can ; the man on its back waves the spear. 

The horse vanishes, the man vanishes ; the spear glitters an 
instant longer in the moonlight, and then vanishes too. They 
\iave all vanished for ever. 

They have ail vanished, and again the perfect silence sleeps 
in the moonlight. 

41 Bust me !” says the anciont one aloud, and shaking with a 
mortal dread ; “ bust me, I have stood still and seed many a 
queer thing, but I never seed a thing like that !” and he turned 
and fled as fast as his old legs would carry him, forgetful of 
Dutch cheeses and of sluice-gates, forgetful of every thing except 
that demon horse and man. 

Thus ended 11 Hard -riding Atterleigh’s ” maddest gallop, and 
thus, too, ended the story of Mr. Cardus and his revenge. 


CHAPTER XLYI. 

DOROTHY’S TRIUMPH. 

Some years passed before Eva Plowden returned to Hester- 
wick, and then she was carried thither. Alive she did not 
return, nor during all those years did she and Ernest ever meet. 

They buried her, in obedicnco to her last wishes, there in 
the churchyard where lay generation upon generation of her 
ancient race, and the daisies grew above her head. Twice had 
they bloomed above her before Sir Ernest Kershaw stood by 
the spot, hallowed by the presence of wh&t had held the spirit 
of the woman he had loved. 

Ernest was now getting well into middle life, and Dorothy's 
bright hair was slightly lined with gray, as they stood that summer 
evening by Eva’s grave. Many things had happened to the pair 
since Mr. Gardus’s tragic death. They had had children — some 
thoy had lost, some remained — honest English lads and lasses, 
with their father’s eyes. They had enjoyed great wealth, and 
spent it royally, giving with both hands to all who needed. 
They Sad drunk deep of the cup of this world’s joys and sor- 
rows. Enlest had gone into Parliament for a couple of years, 
and made something of a name there. Then, impatient for the 
active life of othef days, he had accepted a high Colonial ap- 
pointment, for which, notwithstanding his blindness, his weal^ 
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and parliamentary reputation eminently fitted him. Now*he 
was just about to leave to fill the governorship of one of the 
Australian colonies. 

Long years had passed, many things had happened ; and 
yet, as he stood by that heap of turf, which he coulft not see, it 
soemed but yesterday when — And he sighed. 

“Not quite cured yet, Ernest?’' said Dorothy interroga- 
tively. 

“Yes, Dorothy,” he answered, with a little sigh, “I think I 
Am cured. At any rate,” ho went on, as she took his hand to 
lead him away from the grave, “ I have learned to accept the 
decrees of Providence without murmuring. I have done with 
dreams, and outlived pessimism. Life would, it is true, have 
been a different thing for me if poor Eva had not deserted me, 
for she poisoned its waters at the fount, and m they have always 
tasted bHter. But happiness Is not the end and object of man's 
existence; and if I could I do not think T would uudd the post. 
Take me to the old flat tombstone, Dolly, near the door.” 

Sho led him to it, and he sat down. 

“Ah,’’ ho went on, “how beautiful she was! Was there 
ever woman liko her, I wonder? And now her bones lie there ; 
her beauty is all gone ; and there lives of her only tho unending 
issues of what she did. I have only to think, Dolly, and I can 
see her as I saw her a score of timos passing in and out of this 
■church-door. Yes, I can sec her, and tho people round her, and 
the clothes she wore, and tho smile in her beautiful dark eyes — 
for her eyes seemed to smile, you remember, Dolly. Ilow I 
worshipped her, too, with all my heart and soul and strength, as 
though she were an angel ! And that was my mistake, Dolly. 
She was only a woman — a weak woman.” 

“ You said just now that you were cured, Ernest ; one would 
hardly think it to hear you talk,” put in Dorothy, smiling. 

“ Yes, Doll, I am cured ; you have cured me, my dear wife., 
for you have crept into my life, and taken possession of it, so 
that there is little room for anybody else ; and now, Dorothy^ 
I love you with all my heart.” 

She pressed his hand and smiled again, for she knew # that 
she had triumphed, and that he did love her, truly love her, 
and that his passion for Eva was a poor thing compared to 
what it had been years before — more indeed of a tender re- 
gret, not unmingled with, a starry hope, tharf a passion at alL 
Dorothy was a clever little person ,^and understood something 
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of .Ernest and the human \ieart in general. She had thought 
long ago that she would win Ernest altogether to her in the end. 
By what tenderness, by what devotion and nobility of character 
she accomplished this the reader who knows her can weiJ 
imagine, bi*fc in the end "she did accomplish it, as She deserves 
to. The contrast between the conduct of the two women who 
had mainly influenced his life was too marked for Ernest, a man 
of a just and reasonable mind, to altogether ignore ; and when 
once he came to comparisons the natural results followed. And 
} ot, though he learned to love Dorothy so dearly, it cannot be 
said that he forgot Eva ; because there are some things that a 
man can never forget, since they are a part of his inner life, 
and of these first love is unfortunately one. 

“ Ernest,” went on Dorothy, “ you remember what you told 
me when you asked me to marry you in Titlieburgh Abbey, 
about your belief that your affection for Eva would outlhst this 
world. Do you still believe that ?” 

“ Yes, Doll, to a great extent.” 

His wife sat and thought for a minute. 

“ Ernest,” she said presently. 

u Yes, dear.” 

“ I have managed to hold my own against Eva in this world, 
when she had all the chances and all the beauty on her side, and 
what I have to say about your theories now is, that when wo 
get to the next, and are all beautiful, it\. ; l* be very strange if I 
don’t manage to hold it there. She had her chance, and she 
threw it away ; now I have got mine, and I don’t mean to throw 
it away, either in this world or the next.” 

Ernest laughed a little. “ I must say, my dear, it would be 
a very poor heaven if you were not there.” 

“ I should tkiuk so, indeed. ‘ Those whom God hath joined 
together let no man put asunder’ — nor woman cither, liut 
what is the good of our stopping here to talk such sluff about 
things of which we really understand nothing ? Come, Ernes.t, 
Jeremy and the boys will be waiting for us.” 

* And so hand in hand they went on homeward through tt e 
quiet twilight. 


THE END. . 








